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PURPOSE AND PLAN 


Those who have examined this book, together with the 
Primer and First Reader, should have no difficulty in appre- 
hending the purpose of the series,—to train children in 
reading and appreciating literature through reading: liter- 
ature. 

The Primer contains nine of the best folk tales, true 
to the original, and yet written in such a simple style that 
children can begin reading the real story during the first 
week in school. The First Reader contains thirteen sim- 
ilar stories, of gradually increasing difficulty, and thirty- 
three of the best rhymes and jingles suitable for young 
children. This constitutes a course in literature, twenty- 
two stories and thirty-three child poems, as well adapted 
to first-grade children as are the selections for ‘“‘college 
entrance requirements” to high-school students. 

This Second Reader introduces fables and fairy stories 
and continues folk tales and simple poems. 

Others have used some of the same material in read- 
ers, but in a quite different way. Their purpose seems to 
have been to ‘‘mix thoroughly.’’ We have organized our 
material: a group of fables, several groups of folk and 
fairy stories, a group of Mother Goose, of Rossetti, of 


Stevenson, and soon; so that the child may get a body, 
not a mere bit, of one kind of material before passing to 
another. Thus from the first he is trained to associate re- 
lated literature and to organize what he reads. 

In each of the First and Second Readers one story is 
put into dramatic form to encourage presentation as a play. 
Some of the other stories are quite as dramatic in character, 
and can be dramatized by the pupils-with very little help 
from the teacher. Pupils always enjoy this work, and there 
is no better way of securing feeling and freedom in oral 
expression. 

With these books, besides merely learning to read, the 
child has the joy of reading the best in the language, and 
he is forming his taste for all subsequent reading. This 
development of taste should be recognized and encouraged. 
From time to time the children should be asked to choose 
what they would like to re-read as a class, or individuals who 
read well aloud may be asked to select something already 
studied to read to the others. This kind of work gives the 
teacher opportunity to find out what it is in a selection that 
the children like, and to commend what seems to her best. 

The fact that some children voluntarily memorize a story 
or a poem should have hearty approval. It shows abiding 
interest and enjoyment, and it is likely to give, for the young 
child at least, the maximum of literary saturation. 

The cordial thanks of the authors and publishers are 
tendered to Mr, James M. Barrie for permission to use the 
exquisite selection from ‘‘Peter Pan.’’ 
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Che American’s Creed 


| BELIEVE in the UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 

as a government of the people, by the people, 
for the people; whose just powers are derived 
from the consent of the governed; a democracy 
in a republic; a sovereign nation of many sover- 
eign states; a perfect union, one and inseparable; 
established upon those principles of Freedom, 
Equality, Justice, and Humanity for which 
American patriots sacrificed their lives and 
fortunes. 


| THEREFORE believe it is my duty to my coun- 
try to love it; to support its CONSTITUTION; to 
obey its laws; to respect its FLAG; and to 
defend it against all enemies. 


AUTHORIZED VERSION. 


The Wind and the Sun 
_ The wind and the sun had a quarrel. 
3 | the wind said, ‘‘I am the stronger.” 
\The sun said, ‘‘I am the stronger.” 
C ‘The wind said, ‘‘I can break trees. I 
move ships, and I bring the rain.” 
The sun said, ‘“‘I bring the summer, I 
ripen the fruits and grains, and I cover 
the earth with flowers.” 
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So they quarreled till they saw a man 
coming. 


‘‘Here comes a man with his cloak on,” 
the wind said. ‘‘If you can take his cloak 
off, you shall be called the stronger. If I 
take it off, I shall be called the stronger.” 


“You begin,” said the sun, and he went 
behind a cloud. 


The wind began to blow. The man drew 
his cloak closer about him. The wind blew 
harder and harder. The man drew his cloak 
closer and closer. At last the wind had to 
give. up. 


Then the sun came from behind the 
cloud. It shone bright and warm. The 
man grew warmer and warmer. He un- 
buttoned his cloak. He threw it back. And 
then he took it off. 


So the sun was called the stronger. 
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‘Lo Kesop. 
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The Crow and the Pitcher 


One day a crow was thirsty, had he 
looked for some yyape a 

He found a ‘pitcher with water in it. 
But he could not reach the water with his 
bill. piel i 

He tried to break ue pitcher, but he 


as 


could not. 
en he tried to turn it over. But he 


had to give that up, too. 

He saw some pebbles on the ground. 
He picked up one pebble and dropped it 
into the pitcher. The water rose in the 
pitcher. Then he dropped in another pebble. 
The water rose higher. Then he dropped 
another and another. The water rose 
higher and higher. 

At last he could reach it, and he drank 
all tiie water he wanted. 

Where there is a will there is a way. 

— Aesop. 
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The Fox and the Crow 


Once a crow was sitting on a branch 
of a tree with a piece of cheese in her 
mouth. 


A fox saw the crow with the cheese. 
He walked up to the foot of the tree and 
said, ‘‘Good-morning, Madam Crow. How 
well you look. Your feathers are glossy 
and your eyes are bright. You are a 
beautiful bird. I know you have a sweet 
voice. Will you sing for me? I would 
love to hear you sing.” 


The crow lifted her head and began to 
‘‘caw.” When she opened her mouth, the 


cheese fell to the ground. 


‘‘That will do,” said the fox, and he-— 
snapped up the cheese and ran away. 

“How foolish I was,” said the crow, 
‘‘to let him flatter me.” 


— Aesop. 
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The Goose that Laid the 2 ose Eee / 


<{ 16 ped a Bt AAA AN gt rl 
There was, a man who ad Zs very’ Ad 


goose. Eve very ny day she laid an ege of gold. 
The man soon became rich. 

As he grew rich, he grew greedy. ‘‘The 
goose must be gold inside,” he thought to 
himself. ‘‘I will open her and get all the 
gold at once.” 

So he killed the goose, but he found 
no gold. Then the man wrung his hands 
and said, ‘‘I wish I had been content with 
the golden egg each day.” —Zeop, 
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The Hare and the Tortoise 


‘‘T was never beaten in a race,” said a 
hare. ‘‘No one can run as fast as I can.” 


“JT will run a race with you,” said a 
tortoise. 


“‘That is a good joke,” said the hare. 
‘‘T could dance around you all the way.” 


‘‘Shall we run a race?” said the tortoise. 


A goal was fixed and the hare was off 
with a bound. 


‘“That tortoise is so slow,” said the hare, 
“‘T will lie down and take a nap.” 


The tortoise plodded along, but she did 
not stop. At last she passed the hare and 
reached the goal. 


By and by the hare awoke. He jumped 
up and ran as fast as he could. But when 
he reached the goal he found the tortoise 


there before him. 
— Aesop 
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The Timid Rabbits 


Some rabbits lived in the woods with 
other wild animals. 

‘‘What shall we do?” said a timid little 
rabbit. ‘‘I am afraid of those big animals. 
I know they will kill us.” 

‘‘Let us jump into the river,” said 
another timid rabbit. ‘‘We might better 
be drowned than to be killed by those big 
animals.” 

So the timid little rabbits ran as fast 
as they could to the river. 

Some frogs heard them. The frogs 
were frightened and jumped into the 
water. 

‘The frogs are afraid of us,” said one 
rabbit. 

‘‘We are all afraid of anything bigger 
than we are,” said another. And they all 


ran back to the woods. Z 
— Aesop. 


The Boy and the Wolf 


Once a shepherd boy kept a flock of 
- sheep near a village. One day he thought 
he would have some fun. So he ran 
toward the village and cried, ‘‘Help! help! 
the wolf is coming!” 


The men from the village came run- 
ning with clubs. ‘‘Where is the wolf?” 
they cried. 

‘‘T was only in fun,” said the boy. So 
the men went back to their work. 

A few days after this the wolf really 
came. He ran into the flock of sheep and 
began to kill them. The boy called as 
loud as he could, ‘‘Help! help! the wolf 
is here !” 

‘*He did not tell the truth before. We 
cannot believe him now. He is only in 
fun,” said the men. So not a man came 
to help him and many of the sheep were 


killed. — Aesop. 
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The Jay and the Peacock 


The peacocks lived in a large farm- 
yard. They often dr¢pped their beautiful 
feathers. 

One day a jay flew into the farm-yard 
and saw the feathers. He wanted to be 
like a peacock, so he tied the feathers to 
his tail and strutted about. 

The peacocks saw him and were angry. 
They flew at him and pecked him. At last 
he was glad to get away with his life. 

He went back to the jays, and they 
were ashamed of him. They said, ‘‘O 
jay, fine feathers do not make fine birds.” 

— Aesop. 
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_ The Fox and the Cock 


One moonlight night a fox saw a cock 
in a tree, but he could not reach him. So 
he said, ‘‘Friend Cock, I have good news.” 

‘‘What is it?” said the cock. 

‘‘The lion says that no beast shall harm 
a bird. We must all live together as 
brothers.” et 

“That is fii A S“"segsaid the cock. 
“Tam clade hear it.” Then he looked 
far off, and said, ‘‘Here comes a friend, we 
must tell him the good news.” 

‘Who is coming?” asked the fox. 

‘It is our farmyard dog,” said the cock. 

‘“‘Oh,” said the fox, ‘‘I must be going.” 

“Do not go, Friend Fox. Stay and tell 
our friend the good news.” 

“No,” said the fox, ‘‘I fear he has 
not heard it, and he may kill me.” And 


away he ran as fast as he could. 
» — Aesop. 
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The Fox and the Stork 


One day a fox invited a stork to dinner. 
The fox thought he would have some fun. 
So he had soup and served it in a plate. 

The fox lapped the soup with his tongue, 
but the stork could not wet her bill. 

“Tam _ sorry, Madame Stork, that you 
do not like the soup,” said the fox. 

The stork laughed and said, ‘‘Do not be 
sorry. You must come to dinner with 
me some time.” 

Soon the stork invited the fox to dinner. 
She had meat in a long-necked jar. The 
stork could get the meat with her long bill, 
but the fox could not get his nose into 
the jar. 

The stork ate the meat and said, ‘‘I 
am sorry, Sir Fox, that you do not like the 
meat.” 

‘“You can have fun, too,” said the fox. 

— Aesop. 
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The Man, the Boy, and the Donkey 


A man and his son were going to mar- 
ket. It was a fine day and they were 
walking beside the donkey. 


They had not gone far when they met. 


a farmer. The farmer made fun of them, 
and said, ‘‘Why do you not ride when you 
have a donkey?” 

So the man put the boy on the donkey. 

Soon they passed three old men. 
‘Shame, shame, you lazy boy!” they cried. 
‘‘Why do you ride and let your old father 
walk?” 
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The boy got off the donkey and the 
man got on. Pm 

By and by they met two old x 

‘Well, well, see that lazy man!” said 
one old woman. ‘‘He rides and makes his 
little boy walk!” : 

Then the man took the boy on the don- 

key with him. 
_ * Soon they came near the market. ‘‘You 
are a fine pair,” the people said. ‘‘A man 
and a big boy on one poor little donkey! 
Why do you not carry the donkey?” 

The man and the boy got off the donkey. 
They tied the donkey’s legs together and 
hung him on a long pole. Then they started 
to carry him over the bridge. 

The donkey did not like that. He kicked 
himself loose and fell into the water. 

“Well,” said the man, ‘‘we have tried 
to please everybody, and we have pleased 


nobody. Besides we have lost our donkey.” 
— Aesop. 
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The Lion and the Mouse 


_#One day a lion lay asleep. A little 
mouse ran by him. The lion awoke and 
put his paw on the mouse. 

The little mouse was frightened, but he 
said, ‘‘Please let me go. If you will I may 
do something for you some time.” 

‘*A little mouse do something for me!” 
said the lion. ‘‘That could not be,” but he 
lifted his paw and the mouse ran away. 

Some time after this the lion was caught 
in a trap. He roared and groaned. 

The little mouse heard him and came 
running to him. ‘“‘What can I do for 
you?” said the mouse. 

‘You are too little to help me,” said 
the lion. ‘“These ropes are so large I can 
not break them.” 

But the little mouse went to work and 
gnawed the ropes and set the lion free. 

— Aesop. 
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Come Out to Play 


Girls and boys, come out to play; 
The moon doth shine as bright as day; 
Leave your supper and leave your sleep, 
And come with your playfellows into 
the street. 


Come with a whoop, come with a call, 

Come with a good will or not at all. 
Up the ladder and down the wall, 

A halfpenny roll will serve us all. 
You find the milk, and Ill find flour, 

And we'll have a pudding in half an hour. 


— Mother Goose. 
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I Saw a Ship a-Sailing 


I saw a ship a-sailing, 
A-sailing on the sea; 

And, oh! it was all laden 
With pretty things for me. 


There were comfits in the cabin,, 
And apples in the hold; 

The sails were made of silk, 

And the masts were made of gold. 


The four-and-twenty sailors, 

That stood between the decks, 
Were four-and-twenty white mice, 
With chains about their necks. 


The captain was a duck, 

With a packet on his back; 

And when the ship began to move, 
The captain said, ‘‘Quack quack!” 


— Mother Goose. 
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Who Killed Cock Robin? 


Who killed Cock Robin? 
“‘T,” said the Sparrow, 


‘With my bow and arrow, 
I killed Cock Robin.” 


Who saw him die? 
‘‘I,” said the Fly, 
‘‘With my little eye, 
I saw him die.” 
Who caught his blood? 
“<7,” zai¢ the Fish, 
“In my little dish, 
I caught his blood.” 
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Who'll make his shroud? 
“T” said the Beetle, 

‘‘With my thread and needle, 
[ll make his shroud.” 


Who'll dig his grave? 

‘*1,” said the Owl, 

‘With my spade and shovel, 
Tll dig his grave.” 


Who'll be the parson? 
‘*T,” said the Rook, 
‘With my little book, 
Ill be the parson.” 


Who'll be the clerk? 
“1,” said the bark 

“‘Tf it’s not in the dark, 
I'll be the clerk.” 


Who'll carry him to the grave? 
‘*T,” said the Kite, 
“Tf it’s not in the night, 
I'll carry him to the grave.” 
28 


Who'll carry the torch? 
**T,” said the Linnet, 

*‘Y’ll fetch it in a minute, 
I'll carry the torch.” 


Who'll be chief mourner? 
“I,” said the Dove, 

‘‘For I mourn for my love, 
Ill be chief mourner. ” 


Who'll sing a song? 
**T,” said the Thrush, 
As she sat in a bush, 
‘Tl sing a song.” 


Who'll toll the bell? 

‘*T,” said the Bull, 
‘*Because I can pull; 

So, Cock Robin, farewell.” 


All the birds of the air 

Fell a-sighing and sobbing, 
When they heard the bell toll 
For poor Cock Robin. 


— Mother Goose. 
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There Was a Little Man 


There was a little man and he had a little 


gun, 

And his bullets were made of lead, lead, 
lead ; 

He went to the brook, and saw a little 
duck, 


And shot it through the head, head, head. 


He carried it home to his old wife Joan, 

And bade her a fire to make, make, make, 

Tce roast the little duck he had shot in the 
brook, 

And he’d go and fetch the drake, drake, 
drake. 


The drake was a-swimming, with his curly 
tail, 

The little man made it his mark, mark, 
mark ! 

He let off his gun, but he fired too soon; 

And the drake flew away with a ‘‘Quack! 


quack! quack!” —Mother Goose. 
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The Fir Tree 


A little fir tree grew in the forest. The 
sun shone on it. The soft air kissed its 
leaves, and the dew watered its roots. 

‘‘Be happy, O fir tree,” said the air. 

‘‘Be happy, O fir tree,” said the sun- 
shine. 

But the little tree was not happy. It 
took no joy in the warm sunshine. It did 
not hear the birds sing. It did not see 
the beautiful clouds above it. It wanted 
to be tall like the pine trees and spread 
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out its branches. Then it could look out | 
on the world and bow to its friends. 

One day some of the pine trees were > 
cut down. The branches were cut off and 
the trunks were taken out of the forest. 

‘‘Where are they going?” asked the 
fir tree. 

‘I know,” said the swallow. I saw 
them on great ships at sea. Thy were 
tall, stately masts, and they sailed over the 
seas. : 

‘‘I wish I could go to sea,” said .the 
little fir tree. ‘‘Il wish I could sail over 
the seas.” 

‘“Be happy, O fir tree!” said tb 

‘‘Be happy, O fir tree!” said: .an- 
shine. 

When Christmas time came many fir 
trees were taken out of the forest. 

“Where are they going?” asked the 
little fir tree. 
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“‘T know,” said the swallow. ‘‘I saw 


them in the houses in town. They stood 
in the middle of a warm room. They were 
covered with cakes and apples and candles 
and toys.” 

**Will they take me some time?” asked 
the fir tree. ‘‘I want to go.” 

“‘Be happy, O fir tree!” said the air. 

‘Be happy, O fir tree!” said the sun- 
shine. 

The next Christmas the little fir tree 
heard a man say, ‘‘This is the prettiest 
tree. *Let us take it.” Then it was cut 
down and taken out of the forest. 

The little fir tree was carried into a 
big room, where everything was light and 
beautiful. Some ladies came in and hung 
bags of candies and dolls on its branches. 
They hung apples and nuts all over it. 
They put red, white, and blue candles on it. 
And at the top they hung a golden star. 

‘“‘How beautiful it is!” they said. 
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At last it was night. The wax candles 
were lighted, and the little fir tree Rome 
with joy. 

Soon the door opened and the children 
came in. They shouted for joy when they 
saw the beautiful tree. And they danced 
about it with their new toys. 

After a while the candles burned out. 
Nothing was left on the tree but the golden 
star. The children went away and the little 
fir tree was left alone. Then it thought 
of the forest, the birds, and the flowers. 


— Hans Christian Andersen. 


The Discontented Pine Tree 


A little pine tree lived in a forest. Its 
leaves were long green needles. The sun 
made them shine and the wind made 
music through them. But the little tree 
was not happy. It did not like its needles. 

“‘T wish I had beautiful leaves,” it said. 
*‘T wish I had leaves of gold. Then | 
would be the most beautiful tree in the 


forest.” 
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The fairy of the forest heard the wish 
of the pine tree. The next morning the 
tree had leaves of bright gold. 

‘‘How beautiful Iam!” it said. ‘‘How 
my leaves sparkle in the sun! Now I shall 
be happy.” | 

But soon a man came through the 
woods and picked all the golden leaves and 
left the tree bare. 

The little tree was sad and it said, “‘T 
wish I had leaves of glass. They would 
sparkle in the sun, and no one would take 
them away.” 

The fairy heard what the tree said and 
the next morning it had leaves of glass. 
They sparkled in the sunshine and looked 
like diamonds. 

‘‘Now I am the prettiest tree in the 
forest,” it-said. 

Soon a wind began to blow and the rain 
fell. The tree shivered and shook. 
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When the rain waS over every leaf 
was broken. Again the little tree stood 
in the bare sunlight. 

“T wish I had leaves like other trees. 
I wish I had big green leaves,” said the 
little tree. 

So the fairy gave it big green leaves. 

‘‘Now I shall be happy,” it-said. ‘‘Men 
will not want these leaves and the wind 
can not break them.” 

But soon a goat came along with her 
kids and ate every leaf. 

Then the pine tree sighed and said, ‘‘I 
wish I had my own long green needles.” 

And next morning the little tree had 
its long green needles again. The birds 
flew back to the tree and the wind made 
music in its branches. 

‘‘Needles are best for pine trees,” said 
the little tree. And it was never unhappy 


again. 
Old Folk Taie. 
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Boots and His Brothers 


Once there was a man who had three 
sons. The eldest son was called Peter, 
the next was called Paul, and the young-~ 
est was called Boots. They lived in the 
woods near the king’s palace. 

The palace stood on a hill. The hill was 
so rocky that no one could dig a well for 
the king. 

A great oak tree grew near by. The 
tree was so large that it made the palace 
dark. No one could cut it down, for every 
time a chip was cut out two chips grew > 
in its place. 

The king said, ‘‘The man who can dig 
a well and cut down the tree shall have 
my daughter and half my kingdom.” 
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Many young men came to try their luck. 
But the tree grew bigger and stronger, and 
the rock did not get any softer. 

Peter, Paul, and Boots wanted to try 
their luck. So one day they set off for 
the king’s palace. Soon they came to a 
high hill. It was covered with fir trees. 
They heard something hewing and hack- 
ing up on the hill. 

‘‘T wonder what that is, hewing and 
hacking up there?” said Boots. 
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“Oh, it is only a woodcutter,” said his — 
brothers. 

‘‘Well, I want to see what it is,” said 
Boots, and up the hill he went. And what 
do you think he saw? Only an axe hew- 
ing and hacking! 

‘Good morning,” said Boots. ‘‘So here 
you stand hewing and hacking, do you?” 

‘Yes, here I have been hewing and 
hacking a long time, waiting for you,” said 
the axe. 

‘“Well, here I am at last,” said Boots, 
and he put the axe in his wallet. Then he 
went down the hill to his brothers. ‘‘What 
did you see up there?” they said. 

‘It was only an axe,” said Boots. 

They went on a bit of the way and 
came to a steep rock. There they heard 
something digging and delving. 

‘| wonder what that is, digging and 
delving up there?” said Boots. 
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“It is only a woodpecker,” said Peter 
and Paul. i 

*“T want to see what it is,” said Boots, 
so up he went to the top of the rock. 
And what do you think he saw? Only a 
spade digging and delving. 

‘Good morning,” said Boots. ‘‘So here 
you stand digging and delving, do you?” 

‘‘Here I have been digging and delv- 
ing a long time, waiting for you,” said the 
spade. 

‘‘Well, here I am at last,” said Boots, 
and he put the spade into his wallet. Then 
he went down the hill to his brothers. 

‘‘What did you find there?” said his 
brothers. 

‘*Oh, it was only a spade,” said Boots. 

So they went on till they came to a 
brook. Here they all stooped for a drink. 

‘‘T wonder where all this water comes 
from?” said Boots. 
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‘Don’t you know that water comes 
from a spring in the ground?” said his 
brother. 

‘‘Well, I want to see where this brook 
comes from,” said Boots. 

So he went up the brook. It grew 
smaller and smaller. And what do you 
think he saw? Only a walnut with water 
trickling out of it. 

‘“Good-day,” said Boots. ‘‘So here you 
are trickling and running, are you?” 

“Yes, here I have been trickling and 
running a long time, waiting for you,” said 
the walnut. 
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**Well, here I am at last,” said Boots. 

He put some moss into the hole so the 
water could not run out. Then he put the 
walnut into his wallet and ran down the 
hill to his brothers. 

‘*Well, where did the water come from ?” 
said his brothers. 

- “Oh, it ran from a hole,” he answered, 
‘‘and I had the fun of seeing it.” 

Then they went on to the king’s palace. 
Many young men were there trying their 
luck. They all wanted the king’s daughter 
and half the kingdom. But every time a 
chip was cut out two grew in its place. So 
the tree grew bigger and stronger and the 
rock grew no softer. 

At last the king said, ‘‘The man who 
fails to cut down the tree or dig the well 
shall be sent out of my kingdom.” 

This did not frighten the three brothers. 
Peter tried first, but two chips grew for 
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every one he cut out. So he was sent out 
of the kingdom. Then Paul tried, and he 
had the same luck. 

- Now it was Boots’ turn. 

‘‘Are you not afraid?” asked the king. 

‘‘No, I want to try,” said Boots. Then he 
took the axe out of his wallet and said, ‘‘Hew 
and hack.” And it began to hew and hack. 
The chips flew, and down came the tree. 

Then Boots took his spade out of his 
wallet and said, ‘‘Dig and delve.” And 
the spade began to dig and delve. Soon 
there was a deep well. 

Then Boots took the walnut out of his 
wallet. He pulled the moss out of the 
hole and laid the walnut in the well. 
‘Trickle and run,” said Boots. And the 
water began to trickle and run. Soon the > 
well was full of water. 

So Boots got the king’s oe and 
half the kingdom. 


— Norse KLolk Tale. 


The Elves and the Shoemaker 


Once upon a time there was a shoe- 
maker. He was a good man and worked 
hard. Still he was poor. One day he had 
only one piece of leather and no money. 

He cut a pair of shoes out of the leather 
and laid it on the table. 

“Tt is late,” he said, ‘“‘I will get up 
early in the morning and make the shoes.” 

But the next morning there stood a 
pair of shoes on the table. They were 
well made... Every stitch was in the right 
place. 

Soon a man came in. The shoes pleased 
him. So he bought them and paid a big 
price for them. 

The shoemaker bought enough leather 
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for two pairs of shoes. That night he 
cut them out and laid them on the table. 
And the next morning there stood two 
pairs of shoes. 

Two men came in that day. ‘“‘These 
are fine shoes,” they said; and they paid 
a good price for them. 

This time the shoemaker bought enough 
leather for four pairs of shoes. Again he 
cut them out and laid them on the table. 
The next morning there stood four pairs 
of shoes. 


Andso it went on. Each night he cut 
out his leather. Each morning he found 
the shoes with every stitch in the right 
- place. Each day he sold them and bought — 
more leather. At last he became rich. 

One night just. before Christmas, he said 
to his wife, ‘‘Let us sit up to-night and 
see who does our work.” So they hid 
behind the door. 
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At midnight in came two little elves, 
skipping and jumping. They ran to the 
table and sat down. They took up the 
leather and began to stitch and hammer. 
The shoemaker could not take his eyes off 
them. The little elves worked till the shoes 
were made. Then they placed them on 


the table and away they ran. 
The next morning the Shoemaker’s wife 


said, ‘‘These little elves have made us rich, 
let us do something for them. I will make 
coats and trousers for them and you make 


some shoes.” 
AT 


So the shoemaker made two little pairs 
of shoes, and his good wife made two little 
coats and two little pairs of trousers. That 
night they laid them on the table and hid 
behind the door again. — 

At midnight in came the two little 
elves, skipping and jumping. They jumped 
upon the table and sat down to work. 
They looked about for the leather and saw 
none. Then they saw the little clothes. 
They put them on and danced for joy. 

At last they jumped from the table, 
ran out the door, and skipped away. No 
one has ever seen them since. But the 
shoemaker and his wife are always happy 


at their work. 
Old Folk Tale. 
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Cinderella 


Once upon a’ time ’4!man had three 
daughters. 

The youngest was beautiful and good. 
She washed the dishes and the pots. She 
scrubbed the floors and the stairs. And she 
did all the work of the house. When her 
work was done she sat in the chimney 
corner among the cinders. So they called 
her Cinderella. 
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The two older sisters were proud and 
haughty. They wore fine dresses. But 
Cinderella, in her old, clothes, was more 
beautiful than they were. 

Now, the king’s son gave a ball and 
the two older sisters were invited. They 
had new gowns and ribbons and laces and 
jewels. They could talk of nothing but 
the ball and their dresses. 

At last the happy day came. Cinderella 
helped her sisters comb their hair and dress 
for the ball. Then they set off for the ball 
in a coach. 


Cinderella watched them out of sight. 
Then she began to cry. All at once her 
fairy godmother appeared. 

‘Why are you crying, my little girl?” - 

‘“‘T wish—I wish—’” said Cinderella, but 
she could not say any more. 

‘Do you wish you could go to the ball?” 
said the godmother. 
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**Ves,” said Cinderella. 

*“You are a good girl and you shall go,” 
said her godmother. ‘‘Run into the garden 
and get a pumpkin.” 

Cinderella ran to the garden and got 
the finest pumpkin there. The fairy god- 
mother scooped out the inside. Then she 
touched it with her wand, and the pumpkin 
at once became a gilded coach. 

‘‘Now bring me the mouse-trap,” she 
said. 

Cinderella brought the trap from the 
pantry. 

She lifted the door and six little mice 
ran out. The fairy touched them with her 
wand and they turned into six gray horses. 

‘‘There is no coachman,” she said. 

**T will get the rat-trap,” said Cinderella. 
‘*A rat will make a fine coachman.”’ 

‘*So it will,” said the fairy. ‘‘Run and 
bring it, my dear.” 

Bl 
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Cinderel:: brought the trap, and there 
were three big rats in it. The fairy chose 
the one with the longest whiskers. She 
touched him with her wand and he turned 
into a fat jolly coachman. 

‘‘Now bring me six lizards. You will 
find them behind the watering pot in the 
garden,” said the fairy. 

Cinderella found the lizards. The fairy 
touched them with her wand and they 
turned into six footmen. 

‘““Here is your coach and six,” said the 
fairy. : 
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Cinderella looked down at her old clothes. 
The fairy touched. her dress with her wand, 
and it became cloth of gold and silver. Her 
jewels were beautiful, and her little glass 
slippers were the prettiest in the world. 

*“Now,” said the fairy, ‘‘you can go to 
the ball. But you must remember to return 
before midnight. For at twelve o’clock 
your coach will be a pumpkin. Your horses 
will be mice. Your coachman will be a rat. 
Your footmen will be lizards. And you 
will be Cinderella again in your ragged 


dress.” 
Cinderella said, ‘‘I will remember,” and 


got into the coach. Away she drove as 
happy as a queen. 

At the ball they thought a great princess 
had come. The king’s son came out to meet 
her. He gave her his hand and led her 
into the ballroom. The music and dancing 
stopped. Everyone looked at the beautiful 
princess. 
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The prince led her to the seat of honor. 
Then he asked her to dance. Everyone 
said, ‘‘How beautiful she is!” 

At last the king’s son led Cinderella to 
the banquet hall. The tables were full of 
good things to eat, but the prince could 
not eat. He could not take his eyes away 
from the beautiful princess. 

She sat down by her sisters and talked 
to them. They were proud to have the 

BA 


princess with them. Buiith 


that she was Cindere la. 


as fast as 
mother. Then she told her that the king’s 
son had asked her to come to {the ball 
the next night. 

Just then her sisters came home. ‘‘We 
have seen the most beautiful princess in 
the world,” ene said, “‘and she was very 
kind to us.’ | 

‘Who was she?” asked Cindefella. 

‘**No one knows,” they said, ‘‘but the 
prince would give the world to know.” 


The next night the two sisters went to 
the ball. So did Cinderella, and her dress 
was more beautiful than before. The king’s 
son never left her side. He said so many 
lovely things to her that she forgot to go 
home before midnight. 
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All at once she heard the clock begin 
to strike. She sprang up and ran like a 
deer. The prince followed her. She dropped 
one of her slippers on the steps and he 
picked it up. 

‘“Have you seen a princess pass this 
way?” he asked the guards. 

‘“No,” they answered, ‘‘but we have 
seen a little cinder maid.” 

The next day the king’s son sent a 
messenger throughout the city. He had 
the slipper, and he shouted through a trum- 
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pet,—‘‘The prince will marry the maiden 
who can wear this slipper.” 

All the ladies of the king’s court tried to 
put it on, but it was too small. The two 
sisters tried, but it was too small for them. 
Then Cinderella said, ‘‘Let me try:”’ 

The sisters laughed at her, but the 
messenger said she might try. So she sat 
down and he put the slipper on her foot. 
She took the other slipper from her pocket 
and put it on. They fitted like wax. 

Then her fairy godmother came in. She 
touched Cinderella, and she was more beau- 
tifully dressed than before. 

Her sisters saw that she was the beau- 
tiful princess. They fell at her feet and 
begged her to forgive them. 

Cinderella was as good as she was 
beautiful. She forgave them with all her 
heart. Then she married the prince and 


took her sisters to live at_the court. » 
4 ie BN Ne Grimm Brothers. 
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Hans in Luck 


‘*Master, I have served you now seven 
years,” said Hans. ‘‘My time is up; I want 
to go home to my mother. Please give 
me my wages.” 

“You have served me well,” said his 
master, and he gave him a lump of gold 
as big as his head. 

Hans tied the gold in his handkerchief, 
threw it over his shoulder, and set off for 
home. 

Soon a man came trotting along on a 
horse. 
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*‘A horse is a fine thing!” said Hans. 
‘That man can go so fast, and he saves 
his shoes, too.” 

The man heard Hans. He stopped and 
said, ‘‘Why do you walk, my fine fellow?” 

“‘T cannot help myself,” said Hans. ‘‘I 
must walk because I have no horse. This 
lump of gold is heavy, and it hurts my 
shoulders.” | 

*‘Let us change. I will give you my 
horse for your gold,” said the man. 

‘Thank you with all my heart,” said 
Hans. 

The man took the lump of gold, and 
Hans got upon the horse. 

‘“When you want to go fast you must 
click your tongue and say, ‘Gee up! gee 
up!’” said the man. 

Hans rode off. After a while he wanted 
to ride faster, so he clicked his tongue 
and said, ‘‘Gee up! gee up!” 
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The horse began to trot, and Hans fell 
off into the ditch. The horse ran on. A 
man with a cow caught the horse and 
brought him back to Hans. 


Hans got on his feet and said, ‘‘Riding 
is bad sport. You are not safe. I shall 
never try that again. I would like a cow 
like yours. You can walk behind her, and 
you can have milk and butter and cheese. 
I would like to have a cow like yours.” 

‘*Well,” said the man, ‘“‘I will give you 
my cow for your horse.” 

“Thank you with all my heart,” said 
Hans. 


The man jumped into the saddle and 
was soon out of sight. 

Hans was well pleased with his bargain. - 
He drove the cow along and thought, ‘‘Now. 
I shall have butter and cheese with my 
bread. When I am thirsty I can milk my 
cow.” 
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Hans went on. It was noon and the 
sun was hot. He began to get hungry 
and thirsty. ‘‘I will milk my cow and 
have a drink,” he said. 

So he tied the cow to a tree. He used 
his hat for a pail and began to milk. Not 
a drop could he squeeze out. But the cow 
gave Hans a kick and he fell over. 
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Soon a butcher came by with a pig. 
‘‘What is the matter?” cried he, and he 
helped Hans to his feet. Hans told him 
about the cow. 

‘‘Of course the cow will give no milk,” 
said the man, ‘‘she is old and only fit for 
the butcher.” 


‘‘Well,” said Hans, ‘‘I never thought of 
that. I will kill her and have some meat. 
But I do not care for cow’s meat, I would 
like a young pig like yours. It would taste 
much better. Then there is the sausage.” 

‘Well, I will give my pig for your 
cow,” said the ,butcher. 

“T thank you with all my heart,” said 
Hans. He gave the cow to the butcher and 
went off with the pig. 

After a while he met a boy with a fine 
white goose. They said ‘‘Good-day” to 
each other, and Hans began to tell him 
how lucky he was. 7 
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Then the boy showed him his fat goose. 
“I have been stuffing it for eight weeks,” 
he said. ‘‘Feel how heavy it is. Whoever 
eats this roast goose will wipe the fat off 
his mouth.” | 

Hans lifted the goose and said, ‘‘It is 
a fat goose, but my pig is fat, too.” 
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Then the boy shook his head and said, 
‘“‘The mayor of our village has lost his pig. — 
Someone stole it from the sty. And this 
pig looks like his. The mayor has sent 
some men to hunt for it. It will be bad 
for you if they find you with it. They 
will put you in the black hole.” 

Poor Hans grew pale with fright. ‘‘Oh 
dear! Oh dear!” he cried, ‘‘help me out 
of this trouble. I am a stranger. Take 
my pig and give me your goose.” 

‘*T will be running a risk,” said the boy, 
“but for your sake I wall do it~ So-he 
took the pig and walked home. 

Hans took the goose under his arm 
and went on. ‘“‘I shall have a good roast. 
I shall have fat for my bread and feathers. 
for my pillow. 1 am in luck after all.” 


As Hans came near the village he saw 

a knife grinder. The man was whirling 
his wheel and singing, 
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My scissors I grind and my wheel 
I turn; 
And all good fellows my trade 
should learn. 
Hans stopped and said, ‘‘ You seem well 
off.” | 
“Yes,” said the knife grinder, ‘‘my 
work pays well. Every time I put my hand 
into my pocket I find money there. But 
where did you get your fine goose?” 
“7 gave my pig for it,” said Hans. 
“‘And where did you get the pig?” 
“IT gave my cow for it.” 
““And where did you get the cow?” 
“I gave my horse for it.” | 
‘*And where did you get the horse?” 
“IT gave my lump of gold for it.” 
‘‘And where did you get the gold?” 
“That was my pay for seven years’ 


work.” 
‘‘You seem to be in good luck,” said 
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the knife grinder. ‘‘Now, put money in 
your pocket and your fortune is made.” 

‘How can I do that?” asked Hans. 

‘““You must be a knife grinder,” said 
the fellow. ‘‘ You must have a grindstone. 
Here is one. I will give it to you for your 
goose.” 

‘‘T am the luckiest fellow in the world,” 
said Hans. So he gave his goose for the 
grindstone and went on. 

After a while Hans got very tired and 
thirsty. The stone became heavier and 
heavier. At last he came to a stream of 
clear water. He stooped to get a drink, 
and the grindstone fell into the water with 
) a splash. } 

When Hans. saw the stone fall he 
jumped up and shouted, ‘‘I am lucky to 
get rid of that heavy stone.” 

So he went home to his mother with a 
light heart. 


— Grimm Brothers. 
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A Linnet 


A linnet in a gilded cage,— 
A linnet on a bough,— 

In frosty winter one might doubt 
Which bird is luckier now. 


But let the trees burst out in leaf, 
And nests be on the bough, 

Which linnet 1s the luckier bird, 
Oh, who could doubt it now? 


—Christina G. Rossetti. 
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What is Pink? 
What is mink? _ A _rose-is-pink, 
By the fountain’s brink. 
What is red? A _poppy’s red;- 
In_ its barley—bed. 
What is blue? The sky is blue, 
Where the clouds float through. 
What is white? A swan-is-white, 
Sailing in the light. 
What is yellow? Pears are yellow, 
Rich and ripe and mellow. 


What. is green’? The grass-is green, 
With small flowers between. 


What is violet? Clouds are violet, 
In the summer twilight. 


What is-orange? Why, an orange, 
Just an orange! 


—Christina G. Rossetti. . 
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In the Meadow 


In the meadow—what is in the meadow? 
Bluebells, buttercups, meadow sweet, 
And fairy rings for children’s feet, 

In the meadow. : 


— Christina G. Rossetté. 
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Daisies 


Where the pretty bright-eyed daisies are, 
With blades of grass between, 

Each daisy stands up like a star 
Out of a sky of green. 


—Ohristina G. Rossetti. 
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A Diamond or a Coal 


A diamond or a coal? 
A diamond, if you please ; 
Who cares about a clumsy coal 
Beneath the summer trees? 


A diamond or a coal? 
A coal, sir, if you please; 
One comes to care about the coal 


At times when waters freeze. 
—Christina G. Rossetti. 


An Emerald is as Green as Grass 


An emerald is as green as grass; 
A ruby, red as blood; 

A sapphire shines as blue as heaven; 
A flint lies in the mud. 


A diamond is a brilliant stone 
To catch the world’s desire; 

An opal holds a fiery spark ; 
But a flint holds fire. 


—Christina G. Rossetti. 
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The Peach Tree 


The peach tree on the southern wall 
Has basked so long beneath the sun, 

Her score of peaches great and small 
‘Bloom rosy, every one. 


A peach for brother, one for each, 
A peach for yoy and a peach for me; 
But the biggest, rosiest, downiest peach 
For Grandmamma with her tea. 


— Christina G. Rossetti. 
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The Wind _ 


oencntnceraets 


Who has seen the wind? <n, 
Neither I nor you; ae 

But when the leaves hang trembling 
The wind is passing through} 


Who has seen the wind? 
Neither you nor I; 


% 


But when the trees bow down their heads 


The wind is passing by. 


— Christina G. Rossetti. 


72 


Boats Sail on the Rivers 


Boats sail on the-rivers, 
And ships sail on the seas; 

But clouds that sail across the sky 
Are prettier far than these. 


There are bridges on the rivers, 
As pretty as you please; 

But the bow that bridges heaven, 
And overtops the trees, 


_ And builds a road from earth to sky, 


Is prettier far than these. 


—Christina G. Rossetti. 
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The Birthday Gift 


What can I give him, 

Poor as I am? 

If I were a shepherd, 

I would bring a lamb. 

If I were a wise man, 

I would do my part. 

Yet what can I give him? 
Give my heart. 


—Christina G. Rossetti. 


The Lambkins 


What can lambkins do, 
All the keen night through ? 
Nestle by their woolly mother, 
The careful ewe. 


What can nestlings do 
In the nightly dew? - | 
Sleep beneath their mother’s wing 
Till day breaks anew. 


— Christina G. Rossetti. 
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The Queen Bee 


Once upon a time. three brothers went 
out to seek their fortune. On the way 
they came to an ant hill. 

“Let us turn this hill over,” said the 
oldest brother. ‘‘It will be fun to see the 
ants run. They will be frightened and will 
try to carry their eggs away with them.” 

‘“‘Leave them alone,” said the youngest 
brother. ‘‘I do not like to see them in 
trouble.” 

The brothers went on. Soon they came 
to a lake. Many ducks were swimming in ~ 
the water. . 

‘“‘Let us catch some of these ducks,” 
said one of the brothers. ‘‘They will make 


a fine roast.” 
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‘‘Leave them alone,” said the youngest 
brother. ‘‘I do not like to see them killed.” 

So the brothers went on. They came 
to a bees’ nest in a tree. The honey ran 
down the trunk of the tree. 

The oldest brother said, ‘‘Let us light 
a fire under the tree and smother the 
bees. Then we can have the honey.” 

‘‘Leave the poor bees alone,” said the 
youngest brother. ‘‘I do not like to see 
them killed.” 

76 


? 


Again they went on, and they came to 
a castle. Everything in the castle was 
stone. The brothers went all through the 
castle. | 

At last they came to a door with three 
locks. The center of the door was glass. 
They looked in and saw an old man sitting 
at a table. They called to him once. They 
called to him twice. They called to him 
three times. 

The third time he rose up, opened the 
three locks, and came out. He did not 
speak, but he led them to a table on which 
there were all sorts of good things to eat. 
They ate and drank all they wanted. Then 
the man gave them a place to sleep. 

The next morning the man came to the 
oldest brother. He did not speak but led 
him to a stone table. On the table he 
read, ‘‘In the woods, under the moss are 


. some pearls. They belong to the King’s 


| auger. There are a thousand of them. 


§ 
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If you can find them before the sun goes 
down you will take away the magic spell 
from the castle. If you try and fail you 
will be turned into stone.” 

‘‘Fwill try,” said the oldest brother. He 
went out and worked all day. When the 
gun went down he had only one hundred 
pearls. So he was turned into stone. 

The next morning the old man took the 
second brother to the table. He read the 
same words and said, ‘“‘I will try.” He 
worked all day, but when the sun went 
down he had only two hundred pearls. 
So he was turned to stone. 


The third morning the old man went 


to the youngest brother and showed him 
the table. ‘‘I cannot find so many pearls 
in one day,” said he. But the old man 
said, ‘‘You must try.” “ 
The lad went to the woods. ‘‘I won- 
der if I can find a thousand pearls in one 


day,” he said. ‘‘ Well, I must try.” 
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Just then he saw the ant King coming 
toward him. He had five thousand ants 
with him. They came from the ant hill 
which he had saved. 

Soon the ants found all the pearls. 
They piled them in a heap and went home. 
They had thanked the boy for saving their 
lives. 

The boy took the pearls to the old man. 

‘‘T have another task for you,” said 
the old man. ‘‘You must bring me the 
key to the princess’s room. It is at the 
bottom of the lake.” 

The boy went down to the shore of 
the lake. The ducks saw him and knew 
him. They swam to him and asked him 
what he wanted. ; 

_ He told them about the key at the 
bottom of the lake. The ducks dived to 
the bottom of the lake and brought the 
key to him. The lad took it to the old 


man. 
79 


‘‘There is one more task for you,” said — 
the old man. ‘‘The King’s daughters are 
all asleep in the castle. You must find the 
youngest daughter and awake her. They 
all look alike. But before they went to 
sleep the oldest one ate barley sugar, the 
second one ate syrup, and the youngest one 
ate eK Ae 

boy went into the castle. He found 
MSS eeitee daughters. While he was won- 
dering which one was the youngest, the 
queen bee flew in. She went to the mouth 
of the three sleepers. Then she settled on 
one. 

The boy knew this was the one who had 
eaten the honey. He awoke her and the 
spell was broken. Then all awoke from 
their sleep. 

The youngest brother married the 
youngest daughter. His brothers married 
the other daughters of the King, and they 
all lived happily ever after. 


‘Old Folk Tale. 
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/ Tv Ie C The ata Tin Soldier 
Ais ‘Tin soldiers! Tin soldiers!” cried a 
f little boy, clapping his hands. He set them 
down on the table. There were twenty- 
five tin soldiers, all exactly alike except 
one. That one had been made last, and 
there was not enough tin to finish him. 
He had only one leg, but he stood firm 


on that. 


Just in front of this brave Tin Soldier 
was a paper castle with trees around it. 
Before it was a little lake with swans on 
it. The Tin Soldier looked into the win- 
dow, and there he saw a little paper lady. 
She was dancing, and she wore a white — 
lace dress with a blue scarf over her 
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shoulder. She stretched out both arms and 
lifted one leg. The Tin Soldier thought 
she had’ but one leg like himself. 

“That is. the mate for me,” he said, 
‘‘but she. lives in a grand castle and I 
live in a tin box. There are twenty-five 
of us, too. It.is no place for a beautiful 
lady, but I must know her.” 

So he lay down behind the snuff-box 
where he could watch the little paper lady. 

‘‘She wants to know me, too,” thought 
he. 

That night all the other tin soldiers were 
put in the box, and the little boy went to 
bed. Then all the toys on the table began 
to play. They played ‘Visiting’ and ‘War,’ 
and they had parties. The nut-cracker 
turned somersaults, and the pencils ran 
races. The tin soldiers rattled in their box. 

They wanted to play, too, but they could 
not lift the lid. | 
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The brave Tin * =" stood up firm on 
his one leg, and never took his eyes off the 
little dancer. The little lady stood on one 
foot with her arms stretched out to the Tin 
Soldier. 

The clock struck twelve, and bounce! 
Off flew the lid of the snuff-box. There 
stood a little black goblin. 

‘‘Tin Soldier,” said the goblin, ‘‘don’t 
stare so. She does not belong to you.” 

The Tin Soldier never turned his head. 
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‘Just wait till to-morrow,” said the 
goblin. 

The next morning the little boy put the 
Tin Soldier in the window. ‘‘Now I can- 
not see the little lady,” said he. ‘‘I wonder 
if this is what the goblin meant when he 
said, ‘Just wait till to-morrow.’” Suddenly 
the window opened and out went the 
Tin Soldier to the ground. He put his 
leg straight up and struck the ground 
with his musket. 7 


The boy ran to get him, but he could 
not see him. ‘‘If I cried, ‘Here I am,’ he 
might find me, but a soldier in uniform 
never cries,” thought the brave Tin Soldier. 

Now it began to rain. The drops fell 
faster and faster. At last the rain came 
down in torrents. When it was over two 
boys came by. ‘‘Look!” said one of them, 
‘there lies a tin soldier. Let us give him 
a-Tide: mea. boat: 
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They made a boat of a newspaper and 
put the Tin Soldier into it. He stood up 
bravely, shouldered his musket, and sailed 
down the gutter. The two boys ran beside 
him and clapped their hands. The boat 
rocked up and down and turned round and 
round, but the brave Tin Soldier looked 
straight ahead and held his musket. 

All at once the boat went into a dark 
channel. ‘‘Where am I going now? This 
is that goblin’s doings,” said he. ‘‘This 
is what he meant when he said, ‘Wait 
till to-morrow.’ I wonder what he will 
do next.” 

Just then a great rat called out, ‘‘Give 
me your passport”; but the Tin Soldier 
never turned his head. ‘‘Hold him! Hold 
him!” eried the rat... ‘‘He has not paid 
his toll.” The Tin Soldier held his musket 
tighter. 

Soon he heard a roaring noise. The 
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boat went on. It whirled over three or 
four times, then down it went over a water- 
fall. The boat was filled with water. It 
sank deeper and deeper, and the water 
closed over the Tin Soldier’s head. _ 

‘‘T shall never see the little lady again,” 
said he. He thought he heard her say, 
‘‘Farewell, brave Tin Soldier!” | 

Just then a great fish snapped him up. 
It was darker than ever, but the brave 
Tin Soldier lay still and held his musket. 
The fish swam to and fro. Suddenly he 
was jerked up. 


The fish had been caught. It was taken 
into the kitchen and the cook opened it. 
‘‘The Tin Soldier!” she cried. 


Then she carried him into the playroom 
and put him on the table. The Tin Soldier 
looked around. There stood the castle with 
the little lady. She was still standing on 
one foot and stretching her arms out to 
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him. He looked at her and thought, ‘‘She 
is glad to see me”; but he said nothing. 

Then he looked at the snuff-box and 
wondered what the goblin would do now. 

Just then the boy picked up the Tin 
Soldier and threw him into the stove. 
“This is the goblin’s work,” the Tin Soldier 
said to himself. Then he looked at the 
little lady and she looked at him. He 
felt that he was melting, but he stood 
firm and shouldered his musket. 

Suddenly the wind caught up the little 
lady and she flew into the stove with the 
Tin Soldier. Then she flashed up in a 
flame and was gone. The Tin Soldier 
melted down into a lump. When they 

took him out with the ashes he was 
in the shape of a tin heart. 


—Hans Christian Andersen. 
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The Sister of the Sun 


Lars was the son of a gardener who 
worked for the king. He was quiet and 
well behaved, so the king let him come to 
the palace to play with the prince. 

Once the king gave the two boys bows 
and arrows exactly alike. When the - 
prince’s lessons were done they would go > 
to the playground to see who could shoot 
the higher. 

One morning they let their arrows fly 
together. The arrows went so high that 
they were out of sight, and the boys 
thought they were lost. Soon, however, 
they fell to the ground and the tail feather 
of a golden hen was sticking in one of them. 

“That is my arrow,” said the prince. 

“No, it is. mine,” said: Lars. 
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The boys could not agree, so they went 
to the king. 

“The feather must belong to the 
prince,” said the king; ‘‘no peasant boy 
could bring down such a bird.” 

But Lars would not listen to this. He 
said, ‘‘I know the feather is on my arrow.” 

‘Very well,” said the king, ‘‘the feather 
shall be yours if you can catch the golden 
hen that lost the feather; but if you fail 
to catch her, you shall lose your head.” 
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Lars was frightened at the king’s words. 
He did not know where to look for the 
golden hen, but he must obey the king. 
So he went home and put some food in a 
bag and set off. He went to all the farm- 
yards. There were red hens and brown 
hens and white hens, but there were no 
golden hens. At last he met a fox who 
was very friendly. ‘‘Where are you 
going?” asked the fox. 


“‘T must find the golden hen that lost 
a tail feather,” answered Lars, ‘‘but I don’t 
know where she lives or how to catch her.” 


The fox smelled of the feathers. Then 
he said, ‘‘I know every farmyard in the 
world. That golden hen belongs to the 
Sister of the Sun. She lives far in the 
east. Come with me. I will show you 
the way.” 


50 Lars and the fox walked together 


for days. At last they came to a great 
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palace. ‘‘This is the place,” said the fox. 
‘“‘T think it would be better for me to go 
in. I know better how to catch hens than 
you do.” 


‘“No,” answered Lars, ‘‘I must catch 
the golden hen myself.” 


‘‘Well, go on then,” said the fox, ‘‘but 
be careful. Take only the hen that lost a 
feather.” So Lars went through the pal- 
ace gate. He soon saw three golden hens 
strutting about. As the last one passed 
him he saw a tail feather was gone. 

Lars jumped forward and caught the 
hen. He tucked her under his arm and 
started for the gate. Just as he reached 
the gate he looked back into the palace. 

‘‘There is no hurry,” he said, ‘‘I may 


as well see something more while I am « 


here.” So he turned back. He entered 

the palace and looked at all the beauti- 

ful things. Soon he came to a room of 
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blue and gold, and there lay a beautiful 
maiden. ‘‘How lovely she is!” said he. 
‘‘She must be the Sister of the Sun.” 


As Lars looked at the beautiful prin- 
cess he forgot all about the hen and away © 
she flew. Then Lars looked again at the 
sleeping princess and went away. When 
he tried to catch the golden hen again she 
would not let him come near. And worse 
than that, the other two hens began to 
cackle so loud that the Sister of the Sun 
awoke. She jumped up and ran to the 
door. ‘‘What are you doing?” she cried. 


‘“‘T am trying to catch a golden hen,” 
replied Lars. 


“Oh,” said the Sister of the Sun, ‘‘if 
you will bring back my sister, the Prin- 
cess Sunset, you shall have one of my 
golden hens. My sister was carried away 
by a giant, whose castle is a long) way 
Ole 
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Lars left the palace and went to his 
friend the fox. He told him all that had 
happened. 

*““You have made a fine mess of it, 
but there is no time to lose,” said the 
fox. ‘‘Let us set off at once. I know 
the way.” Lars and the fox walked for 
days. At last they came to a great black 
castle. 

*“You stay outside this time,” said the 
fox, ‘‘and I will go in and get the prin- 
cess. When I bring her out you run 
away with her as fast as you can. Then 
I will return to the castle and talk to the 
giants and they will not miss her.” 

So the fox slipped into the hall. There 
were many giants in the hall, both young 
and old, and they were all dancing about 
the princess. As soon as the giants saw 
_ the fox they cried out, ‘‘Come and dance 
too, Old Fox. It is a long time since we 


have seen you.” 
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So the fox stood up and danced with 
the best of them. After a while he 
stopped and said, ‘‘I know a new dance; 
shall I show it to you?” 

‘‘Yes, show us the new dance,” cried 
the giants. 

“If Princess Sunset will do me the 
honor,” said the sly old fox, ‘‘ you shall soon 
see how it is done.” 

‘‘Dance with her if you like,” cried the 
giants. So the fox and the princess began 
to dance. Round and round they went. 
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Whenever they came near a candle the 
fox blew it out. It grew so dark that the 
giants could not see. Then the fox and 
the princess danced out of the door to 
Lars. ‘‘Run for your lives,” he cried. 
Then he ran back into the hall. 

The giants made a light. After a while 
some one cried, ‘‘ Where is the princess?” 

‘She is safe,” replied the fox, for he 
knew that Lars was now far over the 
_ mountains with the princess. Then he 
sprang through the door, crying, ‘‘Catch 
the princess if you can.” 

Now the giants knew that the princess 
had escaped. They ran after the fox as 
fast as their legs could carry them. The 
fox led them a merry chase, calling, ‘‘This 
way! This way!” He ran all night, but he 
did not run the way Lars had gone. 

When the red light began to spread 
over the east he stopped and cried, ‘‘Look, 


there is the Princess Sunrise.” 
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The giants looked up, but the bright 
light blinded them, so they could follow 
the fox no more. Then the fox set off to 
join Lars and Princess Sunset. And they 
all went on together till they reached the 
castle of Princess Sunrise. 

There was great feasting at the castle 
when Princess Sunset returned, and they 
could not do enough for Lars. Princess 
Sunrise gave him the golden hen and. told 
him to come back to see her. 

Lars’ heart was full of joy as he set off 
for home with the golden hen under his 
arm. The king could hardly believe all 
that Lars told him. But he said, ‘‘ You 
must prove yourself worthy of the Sister | 
of the Sun,” so he gave him many hard 
tasks to perform. 


Lars did everything he was bid, and 
after a long time he went to live in the 


palace with Princess Sunrise. 
—Lapland Folk Tale. 
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Why the Sea is Salt 


Once upon a time, long ago, there were 
two brothers. One was rich and one was 
poor. 

Christmas Eve came and the poor brother 
had no meat nor bread in his house. He 
went to the rich brother and asked for 
something to eat. 

“Do what I ask you,” said the rich 
brother, ‘“and I will give you a ham.” 

‘‘Thank you,” said the poor brother, ‘‘I 
will do whatever you ask.” 

‘‘Here is the ham, then,” said the rich 
man. ‘‘Now, go to the home of the people 
who live down below.” 3 

The poor man took the ham and set off. 
He walked and walked till it was dark. 


ND eed 97 


At last he came to an old man with a 
long white beard. He was standing by a 
big gate, chopping wood. 

‘‘Good evening,” said the man with the 
ham. 

‘‘Good evening to you,” said the old 
man. ‘‘Where are you going with that 
ham?” 

‘‘T am going to the home of the people 
who live down below,” answered the poor 
man. 

‘‘Here you are, then,” said the old man. 
‘But if you go down with that ham, they 
will want to buy it. Do not sell it for 
money, but ask for the old mill behind the 
door. When you come out I will teach 
you to use it.” 

So the man with the ham thanked the 
old man and rapped at the door. 


He went in, and all the men, both great 
and small, came around him. They begged 
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for the ham, and tried to outbid each other. 

“This ham is for my old woman’s 
Christmas dinner,” said the poor man. ‘‘But 
if you will give me the old mill behind 
the door, I will sell it to you.” 

““We can not give you the old mill,” 
they said. 7 

“‘Then I can not give you the ham,” 
said the poor man, and he started to go 
away. 

Then they all cried, ‘‘Take the old mill. 
We must have the ham.” So the man 
took the old mill and went out. The old 
man showed him how to use it, and he set 
off for home. 

‘You have been gone a long time,” 
said his wife. ‘‘It is late, and I have had 
nothing to eat. Where have you been?” 

“‘T had something to see about,” said 
the man, ‘‘and I had a long way to go. 
But now see what I have.” 
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So he set the old mill on the table and 
said, ‘‘Grind everything that is good for a 
Christmas dinner.” And the mill obeyed. 
So it ground meat and drink and all kinds 
of good things. : 

On the third day he invited his brother 
and all his neighbors to dinner. 

‘Where did all these things come 
from?” said his brother. ‘‘It was only 
Christmas Eve that you begged me for 
food.” 
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*“They came from behind the door,” said 
the man with the mill. He was so proud 
of the mill that he brought it from behind 
the door. — 

““There you see where my riches came 
from,” said he. And he put it on the 
table, and it ground everything they asked 
for. 

Now, the rich brother wanted the mill. 
“You may have it for. three hundred 
dollars after hay-making,” said the poor 
brother. ‘‘I can grind all the food I 
want before hay-making,” thought he. 


After hay-making the rich brother came 
for his mill and took it home. 

The next morning he said to his wife, 
“You go to the field and I will get the 
dinner.” 

When dinner time came he set the mill 
on the table and said, ‘‘Grind herring and 
milk pottage, and do it quickly.” 
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- So the mill began to grind herring and 
milk pottage. Soon the dishes were filled. 
Then the tubs were filled. Then the food 
came out all over the kitchen floor. 

The man twisted and turned the mill 
and cried, ‘Stop, stop.” But the mill went 
on grinding. The man had forgotten to 
ask how to stop the mill. 

Soon the kitchen was full of pottage. 
He threw the door open and ran out. The 
fish and pottage ran out after him and 
ran all over the fields. The man ran as 
fast as he could to his brother’s house. 
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‘Take care, or you will be drowned 
in the pottage,” he cried to his wife, as 
he passed by her. He ran to his brother 
and begged him to take the mill back. 
“Tf it grinds another hour we shall all be 
drowned,” he cried. 

Now the poor brother had both the 
money and the mill. So he built a farm- 
house larger than his brother’s. 

He found that the mill would grind 
gold. It ground so much gold that he 
covered his house with gold. The farm- 
house lay close to the seashore. So it 
shone far out to sea. 

Every one who sailed by stopped to 
see the gold farmhouse, and every one 
wanted to see the wonderful mill. 

After along, long time, a skipper asked 
if the mill would grind salt. ‘‘ Yes,” said 
the owner, ‘‘it will grind anything.” 

« ‘*T must have the mill,” said the skipper. 
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The man did not want to sell it, but the 
skipper offered him so much money that 
he could not say no. So he sold the mill 
to the skipper. 

The skipper took the mill on his back 
and hurried to the ship. 

When he got out to sea he put the 
mill down and said, ‘‘Grind salt, and grind 
nothing but salt.” So the mill began to 
grind salt. Soon the ship was full of salt. 

The skipper tried to stop the mill, but he 
had forgotten to learn how to stop it. He 
twisted and turned it and cried, ‘‘Stop, 
stop,” but the mill kept on grinding salt. 

Before the skipper could sail to the 
shore, the ship became so heavy with salt 
that it went to the bottom of the sea. . 
And there the mill is still grinding salt. 
They say that is why the sea is salt. 

—Norse Folk Tale. 
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The Flying Ship 


Once upon a time there was a rich 
Czar. He had everything he could wish 
for. 

One day he said, ‘“‘If I could fly like 
the birds, I should be happy.” 

So he called his wise men and said, 
‘*Make me a ship that will fly like a bird.” 

But the wise men answered, ‘‘We do 
not know how to make a flying ship.” 

So the Czar sent word all over the land, 
‘‘The man who brings me a flying ship 
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shall have my daughter and half of my 
kingdom.” 

Now, near the palace lived an old man 
and an old woman who had three sons. 

The eldest son said, ‘‘I will go and find 
a ship that can fly, then I can have the 
Czar’s daughter and half of the kingdom.” 
So he set off with his mother’s blessing. 

Then the next son said, ‘‘I shall try, 
too,” and off he set. 

The 4 yo brothers went a long, long 
way, bu’ hey found no flying ship. 

Then. van, the youngest son, said, ‘‘I 
must find tic flying ship.” 

‘‘No, my son,” said his mother, ‘‘you 
are too young to go.” 

But Ivan kept saying, ‘‘I must go! I 
must go!” So his mother gave him her 
blessing and he set off. 

He went a long way, and at last he 
met an old man. ‘‘Where are you going, 
‘my lad?” said the old man. 
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“T am going to get a flying ship for 
the Czar,” replied Ivan. 

“‘And can you make a flying ship?” 
asked the old man. 

‘No, I can not make one, but they will 
make one for me somewhere,” answered 
Ivan. 

‘‘And where is that somewhere?” asked 
the old man. 

‘*T do not know,” said the lad. 

‘Well, then,” said the old man, ‘‘let us 
sit down and eat. What have you in your 
knapsack ?”’ 

‘“‘There is only dry bread in it,” said 
Ivan. ‘“‘I am ashamed to show you.” 

“Your mother has given it to you. 
Do not be ashamed of it,” said the old 
man. ‘“‘Let us see what you have.” 

So Ivan opened his knapsack. What 
did he see? There lay white rolls and 
many kinds of meat. 
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“Here is a fine feast,” said the old 
man. And they sat down on the grass 
and ate. 


‘‘Now,” said the old man, ‘‘go into the 
woods. Bow three times to the first oak 
tree you see, and strike it with your ax. 
Then fall to the earth with your face down. 
Wait there until you hear a whirring sound. 
Then look up and you will see a flying ship. 
Get into it and fly where you like. Be kind 
to all you meet and take them into the 
ship with you.” 


‘‘Thank you,” said Ivan, and he went 
into the woods. He did just as the old man 
told him to do. He bowed three times 
before the first oak tree and struck it with 
his ax. Then he fell with his face to the 
ground. In a -little while he heard as 
whirring sound. He looked up and there 
was the flying ship. 
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Ivan got into the ship and away it flew. 
And look! He saw a man lying with his 
ear to the ground. 7 

**Good-day, Uncle,” said Ivan, ‘‘what 
are you doing?” 

“‘T can hear all around the world,” said 
the man. ‘‘My name is Sharp Ear.” 

‘Come and ride with me,” said Ivan. 

“Thank you,” said the man, and he 
climbed into the ship. Away they flew. 
They flew and flew. And look! There was 
a man hopping on one foot. The other 
foot was tied to his ear. 
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‘‘Good-day, Uncle,” said Ivan. ‘‘Why 
do you hop on one foot?” 


‘‘Oh,” said the man, ‘‘if I untie my 
foot I can step half-way around the world. 
My name is Swift Foot.” | 

‘‘Come and ride with us,” said Ivan. 

‘*Thank you,” said Swift Foot, and he 
climbed into the ship. Away they flew. 
They flew and flew. And look! They saw 
a man with a gun. 

‘‘Good-day, Uncle,” said Ivan, ‘‘what 
are you shooting at? There is not a bird 
in sight.” 

‘‘Oh,” said the man, ‘‘I can hit a bird 
one hundred miles away. My name is Sure 
Shot.” 

‘‘Come and ride with us,” said Ivan. 

‘‘Thank you,” said the man, and he 
climbed into the ship. Away they flew. 
They flew and flew. And look! There was 
a man with a sack of bread on his back. 
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‘“‘Good-day, Uncle,” said Ivan. ‘‘Where 
are you going?” 

““T am going to get some bread for 
my dinner,” answered the man. 

‘“But you have a big sack of bread on 
your back,” said Ivan. 

“Oh, that is only a mouthful,” answered 
the man. ‘‘They call me Gobbler.” 

‘Come and ride with us,” said Ivan. 

‘Thank you,” said the man, and he 
climbed into the ship. Away they flew. 
They flew and flew. And look! There 
was a man walking by a lake. 
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‘*Good-day, Uncle, what are you looking 
for?” said Ivan. 

“‘T want a drink,” answered the man. 
“Tau thirsty.” 

‘‘There is a whole lake of water,” said 
the lad, ‘‘why don’t you drink of that?” 

‘“‘That would not make a mouthful for 
me,” said the man. ‘‘They call me Drinker.” 
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‘‘Come and ride with us,” said Ivan. 

‘“‘Thank you,” said the man, and he 
climbed into the ship. And away they 
flew. They flew and flew. And _ look! 
There was a man with a great bundle of 
straw on his back. 


‘*Good-day to you,” said Ivan. ‘‘Where 
are you going with that straw?” 

“‘T am going to the village,” answered 
the man. 

‘‘Have they no straw in the village?” 
asked Ivan. 


‘“They have no straw like this; this is 
magic straw,” answered the man. ‘‘When 
it is hot I lay this straw down and it 
becomes cool.” 

‘‘Come and ride with us,” said Ivan. 

“Thank you,” said the man, and he 
climbed into the ship. Away they flew. 
They flew and flew. And look! There was 
aman with a bundle of wood on his back. 
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‘““Good-day, Uncle,” said Ivan, ‘‘ why do 
you drag that bundle of wood about?” 

‘‘This is magic wood,” said the man: 
“Tf I put it on the ground a great army 
will spring up.” 

‘Come and ride with us,” said Ivan. 

“‘Thank you,” said the man. And he 
climbed into the ship. And away they flew. 
They flew and flew. And look! There was 
the Czar’s castle. 
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The people in the castle heard the 
whirring sound. They ran out to see what 
it was. ‘‘Look,” they cried, ‘‘there is the 


flying ship!” ) 
The Czar looked out of the window and 
saw the ship. ‘‘Some great prince has won 


my daughter,” he said. So he sent out a 
servant to welcome him. 

Soon the servant came back. “O 
Czar,” said he, ‘‘there is only a poor peas- 
ant lad in the ship.” 

The Czar was very angry. ‘‘My daugh- 
ter can not marry a peasant. But I must 
have the flying ship. I must give him some 
hard tasks to do.” So he said to his ser- 
vant, ‘“‘Go tell this peasant lad that he 
must bring me some living and singing 
water from the end of the world. And he 
must bring it before my dinner is over.” 

Now Sharp Ear heard the Czar’s com- 
mand, and he told Ivan. 
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“What shall I do?” asked Ivan. ‘‘It 
would take me a year to go to the end of 
the world.” 

“Do not be afraid,” said Swift Foot. 
**T will get some living and singing water 
for you. Untie my foot and I will step 
to the end of the world for it. That will 
be easy for me.” 

Just then the servant came out and 
gave Ivan the Czar’s order. ‘‘Tell the 
Czar that he shall be obeyed,” said Ivan. 

Swift Foot was off in a minute and 
found the living and singing water. ‘‘ 
have time enough,” he said, ‘‘I will rest 
by this old mill.” So he sat down and fell 
asleep. 

The King’s dinner was almost ended, and 
Swift Foot had not returned. Sharp Ear 
put his ear to the ground. ‘“‘I can hear 
Swift Foot snoring by the old mill,” said he. 

‘‘Then I will wake him,” said Sure Shot. 
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And he took his gun and shot into the mill. 
Swift Foot awoke and was at the Czar’s 
castle in a minute. 

The Czar took the water, but he was 
very angry. So he said to his servant, 
‘*Go tell the lad that he must eat twenty 
roasted oxen and twenty tons of bread at 
one meal.” 

Again Sharp Ear heard the Czar’s order 
and told Ivan. 

“What shall I. do?’-askedaigan. = “16 
would take me twenty years to eat twenty 
oxen and twenty tons of bread.” 

“Do not be afraid,” said Gobbler. 
‘“Twenty oxen and twenty tons of bread 
will only make one meal for me. I will 
eat it.” 

Just then the servant came out and 
gave Ivan the Czar’s order. 

‘Tell the Czar that he shall be oe a 
said Ivan. 
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The twenty roasted oxen and twenty 
tons of bread were brought to the ship 
and Gobbler ate it all up. 

“T am still hungry,” he said. ‘‘They 
might have given me more.” 

The Czar was more angry than ever. 
So he ordered Ivan to drink forty barrels 
of water. A barrel held forty pails of water. 

Again Sharp Ear heard the Czar’s com- 
mand and told Ivan. 

‘*What shall I do?” asked Ivan. I could 
not drink one pail of water.” 

‘Do not be afraid,” said Drinker. ‘‘I 
ean drink the forty barrels at once.” 

The forty barrels of water were sent 
to the ship. Soon it wasall gone. “‘I am 
still thirsty,” said Drinker. 

The Czar said, ‘‘We must trick this 
lad.” So he ordered Ivan to get ready 
for the wedding. ‘‘Make the iron bath- 
room red hot,” said the Czar to his servant. 
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Sharp Ear heard the order and told Ivan. 

‘‘What shall I do?” said Ivan. ‘‘No 
one can save me now.” 

‘‘Do not be afraid,” said the man with 
the straw. ‘‘Take me with you.” 

Ivan went into the bathroom and the 
man with the straw went with him. “‘I 
must put straw on the floor,” said the man. 

Now the magic straw made the bath- 
room cool, so Ivan lay down by the stove. 

In the morning the servant opened the 
door. He found Ivan lying by the stove 
singing’. 

When the Czar heard this he said, 
‘“What can I do? I must get rid of this 
peasant. He must not marry my daughter, 
but I must have his flying ship. I will 
order him to raise a large army. He can 
not do that.” ) 

Again Sharp Ear heard the Czar’s com- 
mand and told Ivan. 
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“Now I am lost,” said Ivan, sadly. ‘‘ You 
can not help me this time.” 

*“You have forgotten me,” said the man 
with the bundle of wood. ‘“‘I will place 
my magic sticks around the castle, and 
soon you will see a great army.” 

The servant came and told Ivan the 
Czar’s command. ; 

‘‘The Czar shall be obeyed,” said Ivan. 
‘But I must have his daughter, or my 
army shall break down the castle.” 

The Czar laughed when he heard that 
Ivan would break down his castle. 

That night the magic wood was placed 
around the castle. Each piece of wood 
became a soldier. There stood a great 
army of men. Bugles sounded, drums be- 
gan to beat, and the soldiers began to 
march. 

The Czar awoke, and he looked out of the 


window. The soldiers presented arms. 
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The Czar was filled with terror. ‘‘I can 
do nothing against such a great army. 
This peasant shall have my daughter.” 

So he sent his royal robes and jewels 
to Ivan, and invited him to the castle. 

Ivan put on the royal robes and jewels. 
He looked so handsome that the princess 
fell in love with him. 

There was a grand wedding and a great 
banquet. For once Gobbler and Drinker 
had all they wanted to eat and drink. 
The Czar gave Ivan half of the kingdom, 


and they were all happy ever after. 
—Russian Folk Tale. 


Fairy Land 


When at home alone I sit 

And am very tired of it, 

I have just to shut my eyes 

To go sailing through the skies— 


To go sailing far away 
To the pleasant Land of Play, 
To the fairy land afar 
Where the little children are. 


Where the clover tops are trees, 
And the rain-pools are the seas, 
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And the leav<s like little ships 
Sail about on tiny trips. 


Styuld a leaflet come to land, 
Drifting near to where I stand, 
Straight I’ll board that tiny boat, 
Round the rain-pool sea to float. 


In the forest, to and fro, 

I can wander, I can go; 

See the spider and the fly, 

And the ants go marching by, 
Carrying parcels with their feet 
Down the green and grassy street. 


O dear me 
That I could be 
A sailor on the rain-pool sea, 
A climber on the clover tree, 
And just come back, a sleepy-head, 
Late at night to go to bed. 


— Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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.e Swing 


How do yc». <e to go up ina swing, 
Up in the air so blue? 

Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing 
Ever a child can do! 


Up in the air and over the wall, 
Till I can see so wide, _/ 

Rivers and trees and cattie and all 
Over the countryside. 


Till I look down on the garden green, 
Down on the roof so brown— 

Up in the air I go flying again, 
Up in the air and down. 


—Robert Louis Stevenson. 
Rain 


The rain is raining all around, 
It falls on field and tree, 

It rains on the umbrellas here, 
And on the ships at sea. 


— Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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Singing a 


Of speckled eggs the birdie sings 
And nests among the trees; 

The sailor sings of ropes and things 
In ships upon the seas. 


Tha children sing in far Japan, 
The -yildren sing in Spain; 
The organ with the organ man 

Is singing in the rain. 


— Robert Louis Stevenson. 


At the Seaside 


When I was down beside the sea 
A wooden spade they gave to me 
To dig the sandy shore. 


My holes were empty like a cup. 
In-every hole the sea came up, 
Till it could come no more. 


— Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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Farewell to the Farm 


The coach is at the door at last; 
The eager children mounting fast 
And kissing hands, in chorus sing: 
Good-by, good-by, to everything! 


To house and garden, field and lawn, 
To meadow-gates we swung upon, 
To pump and stable, tree and swing, 
Good-by, good-by, to everything! 


And fare you well for evermore, 
O ladder at the hayloft door, 

O hayloft where the cobwebs cling, 
Good-by, good-by, to everything ! 


Crack goes the whip, and off we go; 
The trees and houses smaller grow; 
Last, round the woody turn we swing: 
Good-by, good-by, to everything! 


— Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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( Time to Rise ) 


A birdie with a yellow bill 

Hopped upon the window-sill, ‘ 
Cocked his shining eye and said: 

‘‘Are n’t you shamed, you sleepy-head ?” 


—Robert Louis Stevenson. 


( Whole Duty of Children | 


A child should always say what’s true, 
And speak when he is spoken to, 

And behave mannerly at table, 

At least as far as he is able. 


—Robert Louis Stevenson. 


' Looking Forward , 


When I am grown to man’s estate, 
I shall be very proud and great, 
And tell the other girls and boys 
Not to meddle with my toys. 


—Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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Bed in Summe: 


In winter I get up at night, 
And dress by yellow candle-light. 
In summer, quite the other way, 
I have to go to bed by day. 


I have to go to bed and see 
The birds still hopping on the tree, 
Or hear the grown-up people’s feet 


Still going past me on the street. 


And does it not seem hard to you, 
When all the sky is clear and blue, 
And I should like so much to play, 
To have to go to bed by day? 


—Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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Where Go the Boats? 


Dark brown is the river, 
Golden is the sand. 

It flows along forever 
With trees on either hand. 


Green leaves a-floating, 
Casties of the foam, 

Boats of mine a-boating— 
Where will all come home? 


‘On goes the river 
And out past the mill, 
Away down the valley, 
Away down the hill. 


Away down the river, 
A hundred miles or more, 
Other little children 


Shall bring my boats ashore. 


—fKobert Louis Stevenson. 
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Se hag ; 
a, : - Lee 
¥ ag ho 


I have a little shadow, 
That goes in and out with me, 


- And what can be the use of him 


Is more than I can see; 
He is very, very like me, 
From the heels up to the head, 
And I see him jump before me, 
When I jump into my bed. 


The funniest thing about him 
Is the way he likes to grow, 

Not at all like proper children, 
Which is always very slow; 
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For he sometimes shoots up taller, 
Like an india-rubber ball, 

And he sometimes gets so little 
That there’s none of him at all. 


He hasn’t a dim notion 45 
Of how children ought to play, 

And can only make a fool of “me 
In every sort of way; 

He stays so closé-beside me, 
He’s a coward, you can see; 

I’d think shame to stick to nursie 
As that shadow sticks to me! 


} 


One morning very early, 
Before the sun was up, 

I rose and found the shining dew 
On every buttercup ; 

But my lazy little shadow, 
Like a foolish sleepy-head, 

Had staid at home behind me 
And was fast asleep in bed. 


— Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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Sleeping Beauty 


Long ago there lived a king and queen 
7 who wished every day for a child. At 

‘ last a little girl was born to them. 

The king wis filled with joy. He made 
a great feast and invited every one in his 
kingdom. The twelve fairies were invited. 

Now there was an old fairy who had not 
been seen for fifty years. Every one had 
forgotten her. So she was not invited. 

At the end of the feast the fairies gave 
the little princess magic gifts. One gave 
her kindness, another gave beauty, another 
gave riches. They gave her everything a 
child could wish for. 

Eleven of the fairies had given their 
gifts when the old fairy stepped in. She 
was angry because she had not been 
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invited. So she cried out, ‘‘When the 
princess is fifteen years old, she shall prick 
her finger with a spindle and die.” With- 
out another word she left the hall. 

One fairy had not given her gift. She 
could not take away the wish of the angry 
fairy, but she could change it. So she said, 
-“*The princess shall not die. But when she 
pricks her finger she shall sleep a hundred 
years.” 

The king thought he could protect the 
princess from this bad gift. So he com- 
manded all the spindles in his kingdom 
to be burned. 

The princess grew up with all the gifts 
of the fairies. She was so lovely, sweet, 
and kind that everybody loved her. 


One day when she was fifteen years 
old, she wandered through the castle. She 
came to an old tower. She climbed the 
stairway till she came to a door. 
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| The princess opened the door and went 
in. There sat an old woman, spinning her 

flax. This old woman had never heard the 
king’s command. 

**Good-day, old woman,” said the prin- 
cess. ‘*‘What are you doing?” 

*‘T am spinning,” said the old woman. 

‘* What is the thing that whirls round?” 
asked the princess. And she took the spin- 
dle in herhand. As soon as she touched it, 
she pricked her finger. The angry fairy’s 
wish had come true. 
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The princess fell back in a deep sleep. 
This sleep fell upon the castle. The king 
and queen fell asleep. The whole court fell 
asleep. The cook in the s:tchen, the horses 
in the stables, the dogs in the yard, the birds 
in the trees and the flies on the walls fell 
asleep. Even the fire on the hearth fell 
asleep. 


A hedge of thorns grew up around the 
castle. It grew higher and higher every 
year. At last the whole castle was hidden. 

The story of the sleeping princess went 
all through the country. 


Many kings’ sons tried to get into the 
castle, but the hedge of thorns would not 
let them pass. At the end of the hundred 
years, a prince came into the country. An 
old man told him the story of moe sleeping . 
princess. 


‘“‘T will go through the hedge and find 
the beautiful princess,” said the prince. 
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Then the old man told him of the kings’ 
sons who had tried and who had been 
caught in the thorns. ‘‘I am not afraid 
to try,” said he. 

When the prince came to the hedge of 
thorns, it was changed into a hedge of 
roses. It parted and let him pass. 


In the courtyard he saw the horses 
and dogs asleep. In the trees he saw the 
birds asleep with their heads under their 
wings. 

135 


He went into the house. There he saw 
the flies asleep on the wall. He went into 
the hall. There he saw the queen and 
the king asleep on the throne. 

He went on and at last he came to the 
tower. He opened the door, and there lay 
the beautiful princess asleep. He kissed 
her and took her by the hand. She opened 
her eyes and looked at him with a smile. 
She arose and he led her to the king. 

The queen and the king awoke. The 
horses in the courtyard got up and shook 
themselves. The dogs got up and wagged 
their tails. The birds lifted their heads 
from under their wings. The flies on the 
wall began to crawl. And the cook awoke 
and went to work. 


The whole castle was once more awake, 
and the prince and princess were married 
and lived happily ever after. 


—Grimm Brothers. 
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East o’ the Sun and West o’ the Moon 


A long time ago there was a poor 
woodman who had many children. They 
were all pretty, but the youngest daughter 
was the prettiest of them all. 

One cold winter night they sat around 
the fire. All at once they heard three 
taps at the door. The woodman went to 
the door and there stood a great White 
Bear. 

““Good evening to you,” said the bear. 

‘‘The same to you,” said the woodman. 

“Tf you will give me your youngest 
lassie, I will make you rich,” said the 
bear. a 

=No, I can not give her to you,” said 
the woodman. | 
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‘‘Well,” said the bear, ‘‘I will come 
back next week.” 

The next week there came three taps. 
This time the lassie went to the door. 
There stood the White Bear. ‘‘Will you 
go with me?” said the bear. The lassie 
said she would. So she got on his back 
and off they went. 

When they had gone a bit of the way 
the White Bear said, ‘‘Are you afraid?” 


*“No,” said the lassie. 

They rode a long, long way. At last 
they came to a great hill. The White 
Bear gave a knock. A door opened and 
they went into a castle. The rooms were 
all lighted up and they shone with silver 
and gold. 

The White Bear gave the lassie a bell 
and said, ‘‘Ring this bell whenever you 
want anything.” And he went away. 

When it was dark a man came in. It 
was the White Bear changed into a man, 
and he came every night. 

~ One day the lassie found a bit of candle. 
That night when the man came she lighted 
it. The light shone on his face and she 
saw the handsomest prince in the world. 
She stooped to look at him and three drops 
of tallow fell on his coat. 

‘‘What have youdone?” he cried. ‘‘You 
have brought us bad luck. Now I must go 
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away. I must go to the castle East 0’ 
the Sun and West o’ the Moon. There I 
must marry the Princess with a nose three 
ells long. The old witch who lives there 
has made me a White Bear by day and a 
man by night. Now I must go away be- 
cause you have seen me.” 

The lassie wept, but go he must. Then 
she asked if she might go with him. 

No, she could not go. 

‘*Tell me the way, then,” she said, ‘‘and 
I will find you.” 

‘‘There is no way to that place,” he 
said. “Et is Hast o’ the Sun and West o’ 
the Moon.” 

Next morning when the lassie awoke 
the White Bear was gone. She cried and 
rubbed her eyes. Then she set out and 
walked and walked. 

At last she came to the East Wind. 
‘‘Can you tell me the way to the Castle 
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East 0’ the Sun and West o’ the Moon?” 
She said. ‘‘I want the Prince who is to 
marry the Princess with a nose three ells 
long.” | 

*‘T have heard of him,” said the East 
Wind. ‘‘What do you know about him? 
Maybe you are the lassie who ought to 
marry him.” 

Yes, she was the lassie. 

‘Well, get on my back, and I will 
carry you to my brother, the West Wind. 
Maybe he knows the way.” So she got 
on his back and away they went. At last 
they came to the West Wind. 

The East Wind said, ‘‘This is the las- 
sle who ought to marry the Prince that 
lives in the Castle East o’ the Sun and 
West o’ the Moon. Can you tell her the 
way?” 

‘‘T have never been so far,” said the 
West Wind. ‘‘But get on my back and I 
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will take you to my brother, the South 
Wind. Maybe he knows the way.” 

She got on his back and away they 
went to the South Wind. 

The West Wind said, ‘‘Do you know 
the way to the Castle East o’ the Sun and 
West o’ the Moon? This is the lassie 
who ought to marry the Prince that lives 
there.” 

“‘T do not know the way,” said the 
South Wind. ‘‘But get on my back. T’ll 
take you to my brother, the North Wind. 
If he does not know, no one in the world 
knows.” 

She got on his back and away they 
went. At last they came to the North 
Wind. 

“What do you want?” he roared. 

The South Wind said, ‘‘ Here is the lassie 
who ought to marry the Prince that lives 
in the Castle East 0’ the Sun and West 0’ 
the Moon. Can you tell her the way?” 
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““Yes, I know the way. I was there 
once, and I was so tired that I could not 
blow a puff for many days. It is a long 
way from here. But if the lassie wants 
to go, I will take her there.” 

So the North Wind puffed himself up 
‘ and blew himself out and made _ himself 
big and stout. The lassie got on his back 
and off they went. 

They went over forests and rivers. They 
went over land and sea. On and on they 
blew. No one knows how far they went. 
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The North Wind got so tired he could 
hardly bring out a puff, and his wings 
drooped and drooped. At last he sank so 
low that the waves dashed over his heels. 

‘‘Are you afraid?” asked he. 

No, she was not afraid. 

At last they came to the land East 0’ 
the Sun and West o’ the Moon. The North 
Wind placed the lassie upon the shore near 
the castle. He was so weak and worn 
out that he had to rest many days. 

The next morning the Prince saw the 
lassie and she told him the whole story. 

‘“You have come in time,” said the 
Prince, ‘‘I shall not marry Princess Long- 
nose. You shall set me free.” 

The next day the Prince said, ‘‘ My wed- 
ding coat has three drops of tallow on it. 
I shail marry the woman who can wash 
them out.” 
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The Princess with the long nose began 
to wash. But the more she rubbed the 
bigger the spots grew. 

“‘Let me try,” said the old witch. She 
rubbed and rubbed, but the spots grew 
bigger and blacker. 

Then all the other trolls began to wash. 
But the spots got larger and blacker. 

*“You can not wash,” said the Prince. 


“A lassie sits outside who can wash better. 
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Come in, lassie,” shouted the Prince, and 
in she came. ‘‘Can you wash out the spots 
on this coat, lassie?” he asked. 

‘“‘T will try,” she said. So she dipped 
the coat into the water and it became white 
as snow. 

‘‘Yes, you are the lassie for me,” said 
the Prince. 

Then the old witch flew into a rage and 
burst. The Princess with the long nose 
flew into a rage and burst. And the 
whole pack of trolls burst. At least they 
have never been heard of since. 

The Prince and Princess were set free. 
So they flitted away from the Castle East 
o the Sun and West o’ the Moon. 


— Norse Folk Tale. 
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Little Maia 
Once a fairy planted a little seed in a 
flower pot. A beautiful flower grew up. 
It had red and gold petals like a tulip. In 
it lived a little maiden called Tiny. 

A leaf floated on a pond near by. The 
little maiden made a boat of it. And, with 
the oars made of horse hairs, she rowed 
ana sang’ all day long. 

Tiny’s cradle was a walnut shell with 
a rose leaf for a cover. One night she lay 
asleep in her pretty cradle. A toad hopped 
by and saw her. 
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‘She will make a pretty playmate for 
my son,” said the toad. So he took up 
the walnut shell and jumped into the 
garden with it. 

When the little toad saw Tiny, he said, 
‘*Croak, croak, croak.” 

The old toad put Tiny on a water leaf 
in the stream. The little fishes gnawed 
the stem and it floated away. 

The birds in the bushes saw Tiny and 
sang sweet songs as she sailed by. 

A white butterfly flew around her and 
lighted on the leaf. Away it sailed faster 
than before. 

A beetle flew by and saw the little 
maiden. He took her in his claws and flew 
away and left her on a daisy. > 

That summer Tiny lived in the great 
woods. She made a bed of grass and hung 
it under a broad leaf. She ate the honey 


from the flowers and drank the dew from 
the leaves. 
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Then came the long cold winter. The 
trees and the flowers shed their leaves and 
all the birds flew away. It began to snow 
and the poor little maiden was nearly 
frozen. She wandered into a big cornfield 
and came to the home of a field mouse. 
This mouse lived in a hole under the 
ground. 

**You poor little creature,” said the field 
mouse, “‘come into my warm room and 
dine with me.” 

The field mouse was pleased with Tiny, 
so she said, ‘‘You may stay with me all 
winter. But you must tell me stories and 
keep my room clean.” 

Soon a mole came to visit them. He 
wore a black velvet coat and the field 
mouse said to Tiny, ‘‘The mole is rich, and 
he has a big house and plenty of corn. 
But he is blind, and has never seen the 
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flowers nor the sunshine. So you must 
tell him your prettiest stories.” 

Then Tiny sang, 

‘Lady bird, lady bird, fly away home, 
Your house is on fire, your children will burn.” 

The mole had dug a long passage under 
the ground, and they took many walks 
(het; 

One day the mole pushed his nose 
through the earth and the light shone in. 
There in the passage lay a little swallow, 
with his head under his wing. 

Tiny bent down and stroked the little 
bird. ‘‘He sang for me last summer,” 
she said. 

That night Tiny wove a cover of hay 
and spread it over the bird. 

‘‘Farewell, little bird,” she said, ‘‘I will 
remember your pretty songs.” 

When the bird became warm, he opened 
his eyes and said, ‘‘Thank you, little maid- 
en, for my warm cover. Soon my wing 
will be well and I shall fly away.” 
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“Oh,” said Tiny, ‘‘itis socold. It snows 
and freezes. Stay in your warm bed and 
I will take care of you.” 

Tiny brought him water in a flower. 
She cared for him all winter. 

In the spring he asked her to fly away 
with him. ‘‘You can sit on my back,” he 
said, ‘“‘and we will fly away into the 
green woods.” 

‘‘No, I cannot go,” said Tiny, ‘‘the field 
mouse would be sad.” 

‘*Farewell, then,” said the swallow and 
he flew out into the sunshine. 

All summer the little maiden was sad. 
She did not want to live under ground all 
the time. 

One morning in the fall she walked 
out into the sunshine. 

‘‘Good morning, bright sun,” she said. 
“‘Greet the dear swallow for me, if you 


see him.” 
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‘*Tweet-tweet! tweet-tweet!” sang the 
swallow over her head. He was glad to 
see her again. 

Tiny said, “‘I do not want to- live 
under ground. I want to live in the sun- 
shine with the birds and the flowers.” 

‘“Come with me, little maiden,” said the 
swallow. ‘‘Winter will soon be here and I 
shall fly away to a warm country. There 
the sun shines, the flowers bloom and the 
birds sing.” 
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“‘T will go with you,” said Tiny. So 
she seated herself on his back, and away 
they flew over land and sea. | 

At last they came to a blue lake. 
Under the green trees stood a palace of 
white marble. The pillars were covered 
with vines, and at the top were many birds’ 
nests. | 

The swallow flew down and _ placed 
Tiny on a flower. She looked in and 
saw a little man in the flower. - He 
had wings and he wore a gold crown 
on his head. He was the king of the 
flowers. 

Tiny was the prettiest little maiden he 
had ever seen. He asked her to be queen 
of the flowers. 

And he took off his golden crown and 
put it on her head. | 

‘‘T shall like to be queen of the flowers,” 
said Tiny. . 
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Then every flower opened, and out of 
each came a little lord and lady. Each 
one brought the little queen presents. The 
best gift was a pair of beautiful wings. 
Then Tiny could fly from flower to flower. 
The swallow sang a sweet song to them 
and everybody was happy. 

The King said, “You shall be Queen of 
the Spring, and you shall be called Maia.” 

And so she is called Maia to this very day. - 

—Hans Ohristian Andersen. 
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Hansel and Gretel 
SCENE I 


Hansel: I wish mother would come home. 
I am so hungry. I wish I had some- 
thing nice to eat. 


Gretel: Now don’t look so cross, and I will 
tell you a secret. 


Hansel: Ig it something good to eat? 


Gretel: Yes, see the milk in this jug. When 
mother comes home she will make us 
a pudding. 
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Hansel: How thick the cream is! Let us 
taste it. 

Gretel: You are a greedy boy. Go back 

~ to work. Mother will soon be home. 


Hansel: Work again? Not I! I am tired of 
making brooms. Let us have some fun. 


Gretel: And I am tired of knitting. 
Brother, come and dance with me; 
Both my hands I offer thee; 
Right foot first, 
Left foot then, 
Round about and back again. 


Hansel: I would dance, but don’t know how, 
When to jump, and when to bow. 
Show me what I ought to do, 
So that I may dance like you. 


Gretel: With your foot you tap, tap, tap; 
With your hands you clap, clap, cen : 
Right foot first, 
Left foot then, 
Round about and back again. 
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Hansel: With your hands you clap, clap, clap; 
With your foot you tap, tap, tap; 
Right foot first, 
Left foot then, 
Round about and back again. 

Gretel: Try again and I can see, 

Hansel will soon dance like me. 
(MoTHER enters. ) 

Hansel: Here comes mother! 

Mother: What is all this noise about? Come, 
children, show me your work. How 
many brooms have you made, Hansel? 
Is your stocking finished, Gretel? 

Hansel: We have been playing, mother. 

Mother: You lazy children! I must get my 
stick and make your fingers tingle. 

(She reaches for the stick and upsets the jug of milk.) 

Gretel: Oh mother, you have upset our jug 

of milk. Now we can have no pudding. 

Hansel: No pudding? And I am so hungry. 
Oh! oh! 
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Mother: And I have sold nothing to-day, so 
we can have no supper. 

Hansel: We can go to the woods and get 
strawberries. Come, Gretel. 


(FATHER enters.) 


Father: Well, mother, what have we to eat | 
to-day? I am so hungry. 

Mother: We have nothing to eat. I had no 
luck to-day, and I spilt the milk, so we 
can have no pudding. 

- Father: Cheer up, mother. I have had luck 
to-day. Look in my basket and see what 
I bought at the market. 

Mother: What do I see? Ham and eggs, 
bread and butter, turnips and onions, 
and nearly a half pound of tea. 

Father: Where are the children? 

Mother: They have gone to the woods for 
strawberries. 

Father: Mother, do you not know an old 
witch lives there? 
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Mother: 


Father: 


Mother: 


Father: 


Mother: 


What do you say, father? 

An old witch lives in the woods. 
Andat midnight when nobody knows, 
Away to the witches’ dance she goes; 
Up the chimney they fly, 

On a broomstick they hie; 
Through the midnight air 

They gallop and tear. 

Does she harm little children? 
They say,— 

In the oven red-hot, 

She pops the whole lot; 

And she shuts the lid down, 

Till they are done brown. 

Then they are gingerbread children. 
What does she do with the ginger- 


bread children? 


Father: 
Mother: 


Father: 


She serves them for dinner. 
Oh! what shall we do? 
We must go to the woods and find 


the children. 
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SCENE II 


Hansel: My basket is full of berries. Won't 
mother be pleased? Here is a large 
berry. I will give it to you, Gretel. 


Gretel: That was good. You shall have one, 
too. Here is a large one for you. 


Hansel: You shall have another. 
Gretel: And you shall have another. 


Hansel: You shall have another and I shall 
have another, and you shall have another. 


Gretel: Oh, what have we done? All the 
berries are gone. What will mother say ? 
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Hansel: Let us get more berries. 


Gretel: 


I can not find any. It is getting 


dark. Let us go home. 


Hansel: J can not find the way. 

Gretel: Do you hear that noise, Hansel? 
I am afraid. 

Hansel: | am a boy. I am not afraid. 

Gretel: What is that over there? 

Hansel: It is only the stump of a tree. 

Gretel: But it is making faces at me. 

Hansel: [ will make faces at it. 

Gretel: It is coming this way, Hansel. 

Hansel: I will call. Who is there? 

Echo: You there! 

Gretel: Did you hear that? I am afraid. 

Hansel: I will take care of you, Gretel. 

Gretel: There stands a little man. 


Say, who can he be, 

Standing by himself under that tree? 
His hair is gold, and his cheeks are 
red, 
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He wears a little cap on his head. 
Who can the little man be? 


/Sandman> I shut the children’s peepers, sip} 
I guard the little sleepers, sh!) ~~ 
For dearly do I love them, sh!0 _ 
And gladly watch above them, sh! _~ 
And with my bag of sand, 
| By every little child I stand, 
S\ °° Till their eyelids close, “ 
Then sleep, children, sleep. Sh! 
shishta@~ 


(Aice , 


Gretel: Let us say our prayers, and the 
angels will watch over us. 
When at night I go to sleep, 
Fourteen angels watch do keep: 
Two at my head, two at my feet; 
Two at my right hand, 
Two on my left hand; 
Two to cover me, 
Two to show me 
The way to Heaven. 
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SCENE III 


Dewman: Ding! dong! ding! dong! © 
With the light of day, 
I chase the night away. 
Fresh dew around I shake, 
And hill and dale awake. 
Awake, children, awake. 


Gretel: Where amI? How did I get here? 
Wake up, Hansel. The sun is shining 


and I hear the birds singing. 
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Hansel: I am awake. I hear the birds. 
What place is this? Do you see that 
little house? It is made of chocolate 
creams, and the roof is sugar and raisins. 
And all around it is a gingerbread fence. 
It must be good to eat. Come, let us 
take a nibble. . 

Gretel: Oh, no! We do not know who 
lives there. But it does smell good. 
Let us break off a little piece and nibble 
like two little mice. 

Witch: Nibble, nibble, mousekin, 

Who nibbles at my housekin? 
Who nibbles at my housekin? 

Gretel: Did you hear that? 

Hansel: It was only the wind. 

Witch: So you have come to visit me? 

That is sweet. Let me see? 

Hansel: Who are you? Let me go! 

Witch: I am the witch, as you see, 


I love little children. Come with me. 
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Hansel: GO away, you are so ugly. Come, 
sister, let us run away. 


Witch: Hocus, pocus, come with “me. 
Hocus, pocus, just we three. 
Now, Gretel, be good and wise, 
While Hansel grows fat and nice. 
And bring some cakes and meat, 
For Hansel wants more to eat. 


(The WITCH puts HANSEL in a cage, then opens oven door,) 


4 y) Yes, Gretel mine, 
-““Now I will dine. 
She is so tender, plump, and good, 
Just the thing for witch’s food. 
When in the oven she does peep, 
Quickly behind her I will creep. 
One little push, bang! 
Shut the door, clang! 
When from the oven I take her, 
She will be a cake from the baker, 
By magic fire made red, 
Changed into gingerbread. 
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SCENE IV 


Witch: Hop, hop, hop, hop, 
Gallop, lop, lop. 
My broomstick nag, 
Come, do not lag. 
At dawn of day, 
I ride away. 
I am here and there, 


I am everywhere! 
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- At midnight, when no one can know, 


To the witches’ dance I go. 
One, two, three, four, five, six,— 
All of these are witches’ tricks. 
Come, my little mankin, 
Show me your thumbkin. 
Oh, you are a skinny one; 
I shall wait a while to dine. 
Come, Gretel mine, 
Peep in the oven, be steady, 
See if Hansel’s cake is ready. 
Hansel: Sister dear, have a care. 
Gretel: I do not know how to peep into 
the oven. 
Witch: Just stand on tiptoe, 
And bend your head low. 
Gretel: You will have to show me how. 
Witch: Do as I say. Itis only play. 
Gretel: Hocus, pocus, elder bush, 
Ugly body, in we push. 
g! 


Shut the door, clang! - 


When from the oven we take her, 
She will be a cake from the baker, 
By magic fire made red, 
Changed into gingerbread. 

Hansel: The old witch is caught in her own 
trap. She will soon be made into ginger- 
bread. Then the house will be ours. 
Come, -let us eat our fill) Hurrah? 

Gretel: Oh, see the gingerbread children. 

Hansel: Who are you? Your eyes are shut, 
still you are singing. 

Gingerbread O touch us with the wand, that 
Children: “we mayaawake: 


Gretel: Hocus, pocus, one, two, three; 
Hocus, pocus, now you can see. 


Gingerbread Now we are free. 
Children: 


We will dance and sing 
And shout for glee! 
Come let us for 


—— 
f 
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Hansel: 


Mother: 
Father: 


Gingerbread 


Children: 


Father: 


Gretel: 


See! 


(FATHER and MOTHER enter.) 

Here come father and mother. 
Our children are safe. 

Where is the old witch? 


Here she is. She is gingerbread 
now and we are free. 


She is caught in her own trap. 


Let us all join hands and sing. 

With your feet you tap, tap, tap; 

With your hands you clap, clap, 
clap ; 

Right foot first, 

Left foot then, 

Round about and back again. 


— Adapted from the text by Adelheid Wette. 


Peter Pan 


Peter Pan looked out of the window. 
He saw the trees in the Gardens. He 
forgot he was a little boy in a nightgown. 
He thought he was a bird and could fly. 
So he flew out of the window over the 
houses into the Gardens. Then he settled 
into the grass by the Serpentine. 

The Serpentine is a long blue lake. It 
has a drowned forest in it. If you look over 
the edge you can see the trees growing 
upside down. And at night there are 
drowned stars in it. 
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When Peter saw the water he wanted 
a drink. He flew to the pond and dipped 
his nose into the water. He thought it 
was a bill, but it was only his nose. So not 
much water came up. He tried again and 
this time he fell flop into the water. 


If he had been a bird he would have 
spread his feathers to dry. But Peter 
could not think what to do. So he lay 
down and went to sleep. 


When he awoke his nose was stuffy. 
He did not know what to do, so he lay 
down on his back and kicked. It was 
Lock-out-Time in the Gardens. Lock-out- 
Time is when the gates are locked and 
the fairies come out to play. There were 
fairies all about. 

Some were milking the cows, some were 
getting breakfast, and some were walking 
on the garden path. 


‘*T will ask the fairies what to do,” said 
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Peter. So he flew to a fairy on a seat. 
But the fairy hopped behind a tulip and 
hid. Then he flew to the fairies on the 
garden walk, but they ran away. Some 
fairy workmen left their tools and ran. A 
fairy milkmaid turned her pail upside down 
and hid in it. 


Soon the Gardens were in an uproar. 
Crowds of fairies were running this way 
and that way. Lights were put out and 
doors were locked. | | 


A rub-a-dub-dub of drums was heard. 
The fairy soldiers had been called out. 
Peter heard them say, ‘‘A human is in the 
Gardens after Lock-out-Time.” 
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Peter did not know that he was a 
human. So when all the fairies ran from 
him he sat down and cried. | 

Peter’s nose got stuffier and stuffer. He 
said, ‘‘I will ask the birds what to do.” So 
he flew to the birds’ island. wa 

Se | 


The birds’ island is in the Serpentine 
outside the Gardens. The birds were all 
asleep except old Solomon Caw. Peter 
told old Solomon about his nose, and Sol- 
omon told him that he was a human. But 
Peter could not believe it. 

Old Solomon said, ‘‘Look at your night- 
gown, if you do not believe me. How 
many of your toes are thumbs? Ruffle 
your feathers.” But he could not doit. So 
now Petegmegnow that he was not a bird. 


ry 
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‘“‘T shall go back to the Gardens,” said he. 

‘‘Good-bye,” said Solomon. ‘‘ Why don’t 
you go?”. 

‘“‘T cannot fly,” said Peter. 

‘Poor little Half-and-Half,” said Sol- 
omon, ‘‘you can never fly again. You 
must live on this island with the birds.” 

‘‘And never go to the Gardens?” asked 
Peter. 

‘How can you get there?” asked old 
Solomon Caw. ‘‘But you can live here 
with us and I will teach you the ways of 
the birds.” | 

‘‘Then shall I be a bird?” asked Peter. 

“No,” said Solomon. 

*‘Shall I be a human?” said Peter. 

**No,” said Solomon. 

**What shall I be, then?” asked Peter. 

*“You will be a Betwixt-and-Between.” 

So Peter lived on the island with the 
birds. He helped them buij] xr nests. 
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He took care of the sick ones. He dug 
worms for the young ones. 

But he would not eat the worms and 
insects. So the birds brought him crumbs 
from the Gardens. Then they flew about 
to see him eat with his hands. 

Peter learned all the ways of the birds. 
He could see the grass grow. He could 
hear the insects inside the tree-trunks. 
And he could tell an east wind from a 
west wind by the smell. 

Old Solomon taught Peter to have a 
glad heart. Peter was so happy he wanted 
to sing all the time. 

So he made a pipe of reeds. He put 
into it a handful of moonshine. He put in 
the rippling of the waters. He put in the 
whispering of the trees, the nodding of the 
flowers, and the sighing of the winds. 

He sat on the shore and played for the 
birds. They would say, ‘‘Is that Peter Pan 
playing, or is it the wind?” 
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Sometimes Peter was sad. Then his 
music was sad. He was sad because he 
wanted to go to the Gardens. He wanted 
to play like other boys. 

He tried to think of a way to get to 
the Gardens. One day he said, ‘‘I could 
swim if some one would teach me.” The 
ducks said they would teach him. But 
ducks do not know how to teach. 

They would say to Peter, ‘‘Sit down on 
the water and kick out as we do.” Peter 
sat down on the water, but he sank before 
he could kick out. 
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Then one day a kite fell on the island. 
The birds showed Peter how to fly it. 
Then Peter said, ‘‘Now I can get to the 
Gardens. I will hang on the tail of the 
kite, and the birds will take me over.” So 
Peter hung on the tail of the kite, and a 
hundred birds flew off with it. 


But they had not gone far when the 
kite broke, and Peter fell into the water. 
He would have drowned, but a swan car- 
ried him back to the island. 


Then Peter thought of another way. 
He said, ‘‘If I had a nest big enough, it 
would make a good boat. A thrush’s nest 
would be best, for it is lined with mud 
and will not leak.” 

He told the birds about it. So they 
went to work. They worked a long time, 
till they had made a nest big enough for 
Peter. Then Peter made a sail of his 
nightgown. 
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One night, when the moon was shining’ 
and the birds were all asleep, Peter got 
into his boat and sailed away. He sailed 
straight to the Gardens. There he found 
a crowd of fairies on the shore. They 
would not let him land. 

Peter said, ‘‘I am a friend; I came 
from the birds’ island.” 

They answered, ‘‘It is past Lock-out- 
Time. Be off.” Bus Peter jumped out of 
his boat right into the crowd of -fairies. 
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They took him to the fairy queen. 
When she saw Peter she said, ‘‘You may 
stay in the Gardens after Lock-out-Time.” 

So Peter lived in the Gardens after 
Lock-out-Time. The fairies told him how 
little boys play. They know, for they are 
in the Gardens all day, but no one can see 
them. If any one looks at them they run 
away. If they cannot run away they stand 
still and pretend they are flowers. 


There are many fairies in the world. 
The first time a baby laughs, the laugh 
slips away and becomes a fairy. 


Fairies love music, so Peter played his 
pipe for them. They love to dance, too. 
They danced in a fairy ring, and Peter sat 
on a toadstool in the middle of the ring 
and played. They called it the Peter Pan 
Band. 


The fairy queen was delighted with his 
music, so he played ‘for her every day. 
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One day she said, ‘‘ Peter, I will give you 
the wish of your heart.” 

The fairies gathered around Peter to 
hear the wish of his heart. 

‘“‘T wish to go home to my mother,” 
said Peter. 

The fairies did not want Peter to go. 
So they said, ‘‘That is such a little wish, 
make a big one.” 

‘‘T will make two little ones,” said Peter, 
‘‘instead of one big one. I wish to go home 
to my mother. Then I wish to come back 
when I want to.” 

This pleased the fairy queen, and she 
gave him the power to fly. 

So Peter flew away over the trees and 
housetops. When he reached home he found 
the window wide open. He flew in and sat 
at the foot of the bed. There lay his mother 
sound asleep. She looked very beautiful, 
but she looked sad. / 
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“‘Oh, mother,” said Peter, ‘‘if you only 
knew who was sitting on the foot of your 
bed.” Then he flew to the drawer. There 
were all his pretty clothes. 


But he could not remember how to put 
them on. Then he heard his mother say, 
“Peter,” in her sleep. It sounded so sad. 
Then he flew back to the foot of her bed 
and played a sad tune on his pipe. | 

Then he looked at his mother and said, 
“IT love my mother and I would like to 
stay with her, but I did not say good-bye 
to the birds. I will go and say ‘Good-bye,’ 
then I will come back to her.” 


He wanted to kiss his mother good-bye, 
but he was afraid he would wake her. So 
he played a kiss on his pipe and flew away. 


He played for the fairies, helped the 
birds, and sailed his boat. So it was a 
long time before he asked to go back to 
his mother. 
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But one day he said to the fairy queen, 
“T want to go to my mother for always.” 
The queen said he could go. 

When Peter reached home this time 
the window was shut. He called, ‘‘ Mother, 
mother,” but she did not answer. He went 
to the window and peeped in. 

There lay his mother with another little 
baby boy on her arm. She looked so happy 
that Peter said, ‘‘Now,I can go back to 
the fairies and birds.” So he flew away to 
the Gardens. 

Now Peter lives with the birds and 
fairies. He helps the birds build their. 


nests. He gets worms for the young | 


ones. He sails his boat and plays for 
the fairies. And he rides around on a little 
goat to find little children who have strayed 
among the fairies. 


—Adapted from Barries “Little White Bird.” 
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The New Moon 


Dear mother, how pretty 
The moon looks to-night! 
She was never so cunning before 
Her two little horns 
Are so sharp and so bright, 
I hope she’ll not grow any more. 
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If I were up there 
With you and my friends, 
I’d rock in it nicely, you’d see; 
I’d sit in the middle 
And hold by both ends; 
Oh, what a bright cradle ’twould be! 


I would call to the stars 
To keep out of the way, 
Lest we should rock over their toes; 
‘ And then I would rock 
Till the dawn of the day, 
And see where the pretty moon goes. 


And there we would stay 
In the beautiful skies, 
And through the bright clouds we would 
roam ; 
We would see the sun set, 
And see the sun rise, 
And on the next rainbow come home. 
—Eliza Follen 
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The Ferns 


Oh, what shall we do 

The long winter through? 
The baby ferns cried 

When the mother fern died. 


The wind whistled bleak, 
And the woodland was drear, 
And on each baby cheek 


There glistened a tear. 
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Then down from the clouds 
Like a flutter of wings, 
There came a whole crowd 

Of tiny white things. 


They trooped in a heap, 
Where the baby ferns lay, 

And put them to sleep, 
That bleak, bitter day. 


Tucked under the snow 
In their little brown hoods, 
Not a thing will they know,— 
Those ‘‘Babes in the Woods.” 


Till some day in spring, 
When the bobolinks sing, 

They will open their eyes 
To the bluest of skies. 


WES, BS OK Conia 


186 


Sleep, Baby, Sleep! 


Sleep, baby, sleep! 
Thy father watches his sheep; 
Thy mother is shaking the dreamland tree, 
And down comes a little dream on thee. 
Sleep, baby, sleep! 


Sleep, baby, sleep! 

The large stars are the sheep; 
The little stars are the lambs, I guess; 
The gentle moon is the shepherdess. 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 
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The Lost Doll 


I once had a sweet little doll, dears, 
The prettiest doll in the world; 

Her cheeks were so red and white, dears, 
And her hair was beautifully curled. 


But I lost my poor little doll, dears, 
As I played on the heath one day; 
And I cried for her more than a week, 
dears, 
And I never could find where she lay. 


I found my poor little doll, dears, 
As I played on the heath one day; 
Folks say she is vers ‘uch changed, dears, 
For her paint is all washed away. 


And her arms trodden off by the cows, 
dears, 
And her hair not the least bit curled; 
Yet for old sake’s sake she is still, dears, 
The prettiest doll in the world. 
— Charles Kingsley. 
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The Little Elf 


I met a little Elf-man, once, 
Down where the lilies blow. 

I asked him why he was so small 
And why he didn’t grow. 


He slightly frowned, and with his eye 
He looked me through and through: 
“I’m quite as big for me,” said he, 
‘As you are big for you.” * 
— John Kendrick Bangs. 


An Elfin Fair 


O, I would that I were 
An Elfin fair, 
An Elfin fair: 

I’d ride upon moonbeams 
And sport in the air, 
Sport in the air. 


— Bijirnsterne Bjirnson. 
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Fairy Folk 


Up the airy mountain, 
Down the rushy glen, 
We dare not go a-hunting, 
For fear of little men; 


Wee folk, good folk, 
Trooping all together ; 
Green jacket, red cap, 
And white owl’s feather. 
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Down along the rock shore 
Some make their home; 
They live on crispy pancakes 

Of yellow sea-foam. 


High on the hilltop 
The old king sits; 

He is now so old and gray, 
He’s nigh lost his wits. 


Up the airy mountain, 
Down the rushy glen, 
We daren’t go a-hunting 

For fear of little men; 


Wee folk, good folk, 
Trooping all together ; 

Green jacket, red cap, 
And white owl feather. 


— William Allingham. 
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